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Cynthia in the Wilderness 

CHAPTER I 

"A YOUNG widow must re-marry," said Mrs 
Montressor, decidedly. 

" Then why don't you, Bay? " said Mrs Elwes, 
settling the cushions in her chair. 

" I intend to ; but give me time. Oh, to live 
like this for the remainder of my life! " She 
concluded with an expressive little shudder of 
disgust. 

" It is aU very well for you to talk ^bly in that 
way; you have a good income and no children; 
you will probably be able to do as you like. But 
supposing it were someone in a different position? 
Supposing there were some insuperable obstacle? 
What then? " 

" In that case," said Bay, " she would either 
die, or — or — " 

"Or she wouldn't?" 

" Or she wouldn't," said Bay. 

Cynthia Elwes suddenly lifted her dark eyes and 
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looked at her friend intently. "Do you really 
believe that? " 

" Yes." 

" In every case? " 

" In neariy every case." 

Cynthia laughed. " You are uncommonly 
sweeping, Bay." 

" I'm merely judging from how the matter 
appeals to me personally, and I don't think I am 
constitutionally vicious." 

It was late in the evening, and the two women 
were sitting alone in Cynthia's little drawing-room 
in Neville Road. Painters had made Bay's flat 
uninhabitable for the time being, and her friend 
had given her a refuge. 

" Has it ever occurred to you," said the latter, 
after a pause, during which she had been gazing 
meditatively at her pointed shoes, " that you might 
marry and yet find your lot very little different 
from what it is at present? " 

"I have tried both," said Bay, with decision, 
** and I don't agree with you." 

" You were fortunate." 

The remark, uttered in a low tone, was in the 
nature of a reflective commentary, scarcely in- 
tended to reach Bay's ears. But the latter was 

sufficiently sharp to catch it. 
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" I don't deny it," she said; " but why do you 
tell me so? " 

She was not inquisitive. She had a motive in 
pressing the point. These two had been friends 
since their school-days, and had been wont to 
treat one another with complete spontaneousness. 
Cynthia's marriage, six years ago, had marked the 
beginning of a gradual, almost imperceptible 
change in those easy relations. A shght reserve 
had grown up on her side — ^a reserve which for the 
very fact that it was not natural to her, but was 
obviously forced upon herself for a definite reason, 
was all the more keenly felt. Bay's faculties were 
far too wide awake, her native observation was 
far too shrewd, for her to be blind to the general 
nature of that reason; and she cared not a straw 
for particulars as mere information. Idle outside 
gossip, however well authenticated, she would 
have spumed. But she wanted Cynthia to trust 
her. She knew the value of a confidante in secret 
trouble, she knew her own discretion, and, above 
all, she longed to break through the barrier — 
though it were but a gauze one without substance 
— ^which had come between herself and her 
friend. Spontaneousness, openness, straight- 
forwardness were of the very air she breathed. 

In an atmosphere contaimng anything in- 
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imical to those ideas, she stifled and became 
unhappy. 

We will say here, lest we forget to say it at all, 
that her baptismal name was not "Bay" but 
"Mary." The short appellation had originally 
been bestowed upon her by her own tiny Ups at the 
age of one, which could get no nearer a satisfactory 
pronunciation of the word " Baby," and had clung 
to her ever since. And somehow, though she was 
now nearly thirty and had been through wifehood 
and two years of widowhood, and was an intensely 
independent and determined person to boot, she 
still seemed well fitted by the childish name. 

She was not pretty, and no one was more fully 
aware of the fact than herself. She was fond of 
relating that her husband had told her, in a 
moment of connubial candour, that she had pretty 
ears and that those were the only redeeming 
features of an otherwise plain face. Rather small, 
with a neat, compact figure, her face was too 
square and set for beauty, and her cheeks had too 
high a colour. Her features more easily put on an 
expression of severity than of softness, and her 
manner was inclined to be brusque; character- 
istics which led many a casual acquaintance to 
miss^the deep tenderness and intense capacity to 
feel which underlay her exterior. 
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Cjmthia Elwes was as unlike Bay in outward 
appearance as she was like her in many essential 
qualities. In the first place, she was tall; in the 
second place, she was pale and dark — ^her hair, 
almost black, waved loosely over her temples from 
an unobtrusive division in the centre; in the third 
place, she was beautiful. Her beauty was not of 
the type which impels recognition at the first 
glance : it grew upon you. You would admit her 
to be striking, but you would probably deny her 
absolute beauty until you knew her well, perhaps 
until you had gained her friendship. But having 
once conceded it, you would concede it without 
reserve and with enthusiasm. 

A certain air of dilettante ease when reclining 
in a low chair, as at present, gave her a fallacious 
appearance of languor; and the same effect was 
produced by a sUght tendency to stoop when she 
walked. It disappeared immediately she was 
aroused or interested, leaving you in no doubt of 
the innate fire and energy and ebuUient life which 
pervaded her. 

She looked at the clock when Bay put her 
question. She had looked at it once or twice 
before. It was a quarter-past eleven. Then she 
said suddenly : 

" Bay, do you suppose I am happy? 
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A simple question; but it broke the ice of six 
years. 

Bay replied without making it apparent in her 
voice that she recognised that fact. " I have 
never supposed that your marriage was an ideal 
one," she said. " I didn't think so on the day 
you made it. But it was quite a voltmtary one, 
and you are not a fool. So I have always assumed 
that there must be something in — ^in Mr Elwes that 
is hidden from me.'' 

"Deliciously Bayish! " said Cynthia, smiling. 
" No one else in the world would have said that — 
quite like that. Can you see no redeeming 
feature in Harvey? " 

" Can you? " 

" My dear girl, don't tell me what you think of 
me quite so plainly. You may be justified, but 
it isn't kind. And, after all, there is something to 
be said for me. Harvey has a pleasant exterior 
and some likeable superficial qualities ; I was only 
twenty; and I thought I was in love with him." 

" When I was twenty I thought I was in love 
a good many times," said Bay. 

" Yes, but you always had an irritating habit of 
being guided to some extent by reason ; which no 
woman has any right to be— certainly not at 
twenty.' 
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She put out a slim hand and began playing with 
the articles on a small silver table beside her. 

" I feel an inclination to talk to you to-night, 
Bay," she said, after a pause. " I must talk to 
somebody sometime — I can't cork mj^self up for 
ever and ever — ^and you are such a dear safe 
being." 

"I want you to," said Bay; "I don*t care 
about what you have to say, but I want you to 
talk to me." 

Cynthia again looked at the clock. 

"Harvey is not coming home to-night," she 
said abruptly. 

" How do you know that? " 

'' Intuition and a knowledge of his habits. If 
he doesn't come before twelve, he doesn't come ^t 
all. He is ashamed of himself in the small hours. 
He will say the cabman lost his way and took him 
to Clapham ; he thinks no excuse is too idiotic for 
me to accept." 

Bay affected no surprise. " Where will he go 
instead? " 

" To-day is his golf day — one of his golf days," 
meditated Cynthia. "Either his friends there 
have thought it best not to send him home, or — 



or—" 



" Never mind," said Bay. 
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Oh, of course he is not faithful,*' said Cynthia. 

But such is his placid belief in the abysmal 
simplicity of women that he thinks I don't 
know. 

" I don't mean," she went on, " that anyone has 
supplanted me in his affections. No one is likely 
to do that : he has put me on the top of a pedestal 
and approaches me on his knees. His idea of a 
wife is of some deUcate piece of bric-a-brac, to be 
kept in a glass case and worshipped from afar. 
Meanwhile he feeds on scraps by the roadside." 

She had spoken quite quietly, in a matter-of-fact 
tone touched with a faint note of csoiicism, leaning 
back idly in her chair. Bay, however, had been 
working up to a state of intense indignation. 
Cynthia, why don't you boil ? " she cried. 
I have too strong a sense of humour," said 
Cynthiai " Through all, he is so ridiculously mild 
and harmless. There is not enough maUce or 
purpose or— or backbone in anything he does to 
make one angry. He would never intentionally 
do me an injury. His heart is as soft as putty. 
He simply lacks ballast — ^and sense." 

" But he drinks," said Bay, with disgust. 

" Weakly, fooUshly, stupidly. He often makes 

me ashamed of him, but he will never be a hopeless 

dnmkard. That makes it worse, in a way. He 
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can't even plead a hereditary taint. With him 
it is not a disease, it's a pastime." 

"And he is consistently tmfaithful/' insisted 
Bay. 

" Oh, he is quite capable of thinking that in that 
he is even doing me ar service — saving me from 
the grossnesses of life — ^preserving the sanctity 
of my glass case." She finished with a short 
laugh. 

Bay moved her chair and came closer. " Are 
you really serious, Cynthia? " 

" Good gracious, yes," said Cynthia. " On the 
very rare occasions when it occurs to him to 
remember our relation, he opens the door of my 
case apologetically, takes me out for a few moments 
with scrupulously careful fingers, and places me 
back again with renewed apologies — ^for months, 
possibly for a year or two. It makes me^ think of 
those people who have an everyday set of china, 
and a * best ' set, which they keep to look at. I 
am the ' best ' set." 

" How can I do anything but laugh at a man like 
that? " she asked calmly. 

" But he does me one injury," she cried the next 

moment, with a first flash of bitterness, "and 

that is a perpetual one : he exists." 

Suddenly she started up in her chair, her eyes 
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flaming. " You say a yoting widow must many 
again." She turned on Bay almost fiercely. 
" What am / to do? " 

Bay made no reply ; indeed, none was expected. 
Cynthia's gust of emotion passed as quickly as it 
had come. She sank back again and for a time 
became pensive. 

** And I could so live if I had a husband who 
was real,*' she said presently. " I could surrender 
everything — ^utterly, absolutely — everything to 
him." 

Bay surveyed the slender, supple form of her 
friend with leisurely admiration. " Your husband 
is a fool," she said deUberately. 

" In a sense perhaps," said Cynthia, " but he 
lives the life that fits him best. There is not 
capacity in his being for great things — great love, 
great sorrow, or great sin. In spite of his miser- 
able, squalid infidelities he is a prude in his way, 
and he would be very highly shocked if he heard 
me speak as I spoke just then." 

Bay suddenly jumped up with an exclamation 

of impatience. She took half a dozen quick steps 

across the room and came back again and sat down 

with a thump. " Oh, it makes me wild to hear of 

a man like that. Why don't you do something, 

Cynthia? Why don't you shake him? If he 
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were my husband I would put flour in his hat and 
peas in his boots. I would hide his sleeping-suits 
and dose him with Cayenne pepper. Oh, he would 
have an uncommonly Uvely time until he discovered 
the way to keep me quiet! " 

Cynthia laughed. " You have my full permis- 
sion to experiment, if you like,'* she said. " YouTl 
irritate the animal, but you won't change his spots. 
Inherent feebleness is not remedied by practical 
jokes. You can shake a bottle of soda-water as 
long as you like, but you won't turn it into 
champagne." 

Divorce him, then," said Bay, emphatically. 
I can't," said Cynthia; "he treats me 
* kindly.' I can have a separation: scandalise 
everybody, lose my home, and be no more free 
than at present." 

"It's hideous," said Bay; "but at least you 
have Eric." 

" That from you, Bay, from you I How can a 

child take the place of a husband? I love that 

darling; I think my heart would break if I lost 

him; I love to feel his Uttle hands on my face and 

his little arms round my neck. But that is not 

all-sufficing when a woman is twenty-seven. I 

want arms that can grip; I want to be held till 

there is no breath in me. Sometimes it seems to 
B 17 
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me that, if you can't have that, there is nothing in 
the world worth keeping. 

"And I'm getting older, Bay," she went on 
strenuously, "while I sit in my case — older — 
older. Men want me now — could want me. In 
a dozen years they won't. I mU have love," she 
cried, with a burst of passion, " while I may. 
Show me a man to love, and I'll love him." 

Bay quietly dropped from her chair and sat at 
Cynthia's feet. She put her arms on her friend's 
lap and looked up into her face. 

" Cynthia, have you ever tried him? Does he 
know ? Have you ever made any — ^any advance ? " 

" A woman can't do that." 

" Can't? " The innocent widening of Bay's 
eyes, the innocent note of wonder in her voice, 
provided one of those occasions when her name 
seemed so appropriate. 

" Oh, gladly, willingly, if she is sure of a response. 
But not otherwise." 

" Try, Cynthia." Bay's voice softened, as she 
rarely allowed it to do. 

" But why, Bay? " Cynthia looked at the 

insistent, earnest face with sUghtly perplexed 

affection. "Why should I submit myself to a 

wholly imnecessary rebuff? " 

"Because I can't conceive a rebuff to be 
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possible," said Bay, " and because I love you so 
much and want you to be happy." She laid her 
cheek on Cynthia*s cool, white hand. 

"What an obstinate, unbelieving person you 
are! " said Cynthia. She looked down softly at 
the warm, imruly mass of dark brown hair on her 
lap. " Very well, you shall have your way. As 
soon as conveniently may be, I will duly hiunble 
myself to please Mrs Montressor, and she shall hear 
the result." 

Whereat Mrs Montressor lifted a smiling face 
and kissed her. 
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CHAPTER II 

When the up-train for Waterloo reached HaUey 

Bush station at eleven o'clock on the same evening, 

one of the first-class smoking compartments 

contained only a single passenger — 3, staid, elderly 

gentleman, reading an evening paper. Here he 

was joined by a second — a younger and rather 

spare man of medium height, wearing a well-fitting 

suit of dark flannel, tan shoes and a bowler hat. 

He had a stmbumt complexion and a slight dark 

moustache, and there was almost a canine softness 

in his brown eyes — ^an effect which was enhanced 

by the light film of glistening moisture which lay 

in them. On the whole, a good-looking man, in 

a weak, characterless way. 

He parted on the platform with an older 

companion, who cast some facetious remarks in 

his wake, to which he repUed with studied serenity. 

On entering, he tripped sUghtly over the elderly 

gentleman's foot and apologised carefully. His 

original intention appeared to be to go to the 

further end of the compartment, but this small 

mishap modified his purpose, and he sat down — 
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a little abruptly — ^in the place opposite the seated 
passenger. 

He gazed at his vis-a-vis with irreproachable 
steadiness and informed him that he had been 
playing golf. He further stated that, having been 
pressed to make up a four at bridge after the game, 
he had missed his usual train, and in those circum- 
stances had accepted the invitation and the 
hospitaUty of his friend on the platform, which 
accounted for his late return. His manner was 
exceedingly sedate. Receiving a courteous ac- 
knowledgment of these remarks, he went on to say 
that he had been wondering how the tmforttmate 
incidents referred to should affect his conduct when 
he reached town. His present feeling was that 
it would be more considerate to accept the tempo- 
rary inconvenience of hotel accommodation than 
to disturb his wife at so late an hour. The 
stranger suggested that his wife might be anxious ; 
to which he immediately agreed, said that that was 
a view of the matter which had not hitherto 
occurred to him, and thanked his fellow-passenger 
for putting it into his mind — thanked him several 
times. 

"My name is Harvey Elwes," he intimated. 
" You may have heard it. I was asked to stand 
for Parliament at the last election — a Shropshire 
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division. I didn't think it was worth while." 
He paused for emphasis. " I didn't think it was 
worth while." 

The train started with a jerk, and his hat fell off. 
Mr Harvey Elwes ignored it — ^indeed, appeared to 
be unaware of its declension. He gazed at the 
elderly gentleman with tmchanging calm and asked 
him if he played golf. The latter picked up the 
hat and returned it ; a sUght service which brought 
a beaming smile of acknowledgment to Mr Elwes's 
soft eyes. 

At the same time his companion informed him 
that he was not personally a golfer. 

" It's the most difficult game there is," 
said Harvey Elwes. " I was playing rather 
well to-day. I did the last two holes in 
three each. Long holes. I did them in three 
each." 

Tending to droop forward, he drew himself up 
and returned the stranger's gaze with a tranquillity 
which conveyed almost a challenge. 

"Last week I was down at Sandwich," he 
proceeded. " I played several rounds with Lord 
George Montague. A very nice man. I liked 
him." 

He uttered his sentences quickly, with a sharp 
break between each. 
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The dderly gentleman turned his paper. " Did 
you enjoy the game? " he asked politely. 

" I think it's an overrated course. There's 
nothing in the carries. I like Deal better." 

" Indeed." 

" I prefer Deal." 

" That is also a golf course? " 

"They join," said Harvey, with a slight in- 
dulgent smile. "You can play over both the 
same day. But I prefer Deal." 

He indicated the importance of this statement 
by a sapient jerk of his head; and again suffered 
the temporary loss of his hat. 

The elderly gentleman surveyed him for the 
first time with distinct suspicion. He was a man 
who held rigid views upon temperance and other 
questions. Harvey, however, returned his glance 
with tmwavering composure and proceeded with 
his remarks. 

" Your hat," said the stranger, coldly, restoring 
it to him. 

Mr Elwes admitted, after examining it, that it 

was undoubtedly his; replaced it with care; and 

proceeded — still keeping his eyes fixed upon the 

other with defensive tranquillity — to feel in his 

pockets for his tobacco. In the course of time he 

discovered it and filled a pipe, and then made his 
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first attempt to light it. It had the appearance of 
a truss of hay at the top of a fork, and his repeated 
efforts to induce it to draw were viewed by the 
gentleman opposite with increasing disgust. 
Harvey expressed his views apologetically, from 
time to time, in monosyllabic undertones. Pre- 
sently it occurred to him that the draught from 
the window was detrimental. In bending to 
avoid it, his hat toppled over his eye, hovered for 
a moment or two, finally found its old place on the 
floor. 

This time the elderly gentleman permitted it 
to remain there and returned pointedly to his 
evening paper. 

A Uttle later Mr Elwes decided that he would 
not smoke after all. He restored his pipe and the 
remains of his matches to his pockets, straightened 
himself, stared composedly at the evening paper, 
and asked pleasantly if its peruser were one of 
those men who were good at games. 

The gentleman addressed took off his eye-glasses, 
wiped them on his handkerchief, carefully re- 
adjusted them, and proceeded with his reading. 

"Tennis is a good game," intimated Harvey. 

" 1 daresay you know it. I've won several 

tournaments. But I've given it up." 

The paper was turned impatiently. 
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" I've given it up." 

Harvey awaited an incredulous rejoinder with a 
glistening smile. He retained it on his counten- 
ance for several seconds, loth to believe that he 
was addressing a man of apathetic mind. Realis- 
ing that this was unhappily the case, he relapsed 
for a time into silence. 

Presently he aroused himself again. " You play 
billiards perhaps? I'm very fond of billiards. 
I once made a htmdred-and-ninety break. I've 
played all the best professionals. I've played 
John Roberts.' 

He paused, expectantly. 

" It was a good game. He made some wonder- 
ful strokes." 

Still no response. 

Harvey pulled himself together. " I beat him. 
He had hard luck." 

" He had hard luck," he repeated modestly. 

The paper was removed for two seconds, and the 
elderly gentleman bent a stem glance upon him 
over his glasses. 

" I presume you play billiards before dinner? " 
he said witheringly. 

" It justs depends," said Harvey, Ughtly, pleased 
to have extracted a remark; " sometimes it suits 
me better at one time, sometimes at another. I 
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can generally spare an hour or so after lunch. 
You get very good billiards at the First Avenue. 
You see, I'm a barrister," he added, smiling with 
genuine deUght at remembering such a striking 
piece of information. 

The evening paper, however, had again hidden 
the occupant of the opposite seat. Recognising 
with regret, after some further attempts at con- 
versation, that his fellow-passenger was not aUve 
to ordinary courtesies, Harvey dropped his chin 
on his chest and dozed for the remainder of the 
journey. 

He awoke with a start at Waterloo. His 
opposite neighbour had folded his paper and 
stretched out his hand to the door. 

" AUow me," said Harvey, poUtely. 

His hand wavered over the handle, then 
clutched it and turned it, and the door flew open, 
just appreciably before he was ready. He re- 
covered instantaneously and courteously allowed 
the stranger to pass. 

He made a great effort to achieve especial 

impressiveness in a final speech. '^ I must thank 

you," he said, " for reminding me that my wife 

might be anxious. I think you are right ; I think 

it would be better to go home. I shall take your 

advice." 
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The elderly gentleman stepped over his hat. 

" I shall take your advice," he repeated to the 
retreating back. 

He picked up his hat; then aUghted from the 
carriage and walked down the platform with great 
dignity. 

Force of habit had carried him to the middle of 
Waterloo Bridge before he again remembered his 
intention to drive straight home. He looked 
round for a cab. Failing to see one, he addressed 
some caustic comments to himself upon the subject 
of the paucity of cabs in London and went on again. 
As he turned the comer of the Strand, he ran into 
a man of rubicund countenance with a glassy eye. 

" Hello, old bhoy ! " said the latter, boisterously. 

Harvey regarded him with his glistening smile. 
" Awful good luck! " he said. " Where have you 
sprung from. Masters? " 

" The usual round," said Masters. " Come and 
have a drink." 

" Better without," said Harvey, piously. " I've 
been playing golf — " he began. 

" Darned sight better within, old chap," said 
Masters ; and they turned into a bar. 

On emerging, half an hour later, Harvey's 

careful calm had perceptibly increased. He stood 

on the pavement to bid good-night to Masters 
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with the dignity of a duke's butler. His friend 
had hailed a hansom. He lived in Maida Vale. 

" Mustn't keep the missus waiting after one," 
he said. " Wantalift, oldbhoy? Where are you 
sleeping to-night? " 

" What do you mean? " — ^very fiercely. 

" Wife at home? '' 

"Yes." He was struck by a thought and 
added, " I must be going: she gets anxious if I'm 
late." 

" Keep your spirits up," said Masters, humor- 
ously: " there's always a chance she mayn't hear 
you come in. So long." 

Harvey continued carefully westward. It was 
a fine night— one of those nights when one could 
walk part of the way home without discomfort, 
and the air did one good. 

"Haven't seen you for a long time," said a 
voice behind him. 

Harvey stopped and looked at the girl who had 
spoken. He steadied himself and looked again. 
I've never seen you before," he said. 
Not for nearly a month," said the girl. She 
put her arm quietly through his. " Let me take 
your arm: you'll get along better." 

"Leave me alone, please. I don't know 
you." 
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"Don't you? YouVe a very short memory. 
Where are you going now? '' 

" Home," said Harvey. " My wife gets anxious 
if Pm late." 

The girl laughed. "You can't go home like 
this," she said. 

Harvey looked at her steadily, bis »q[ft,- dog-like 
eyes gradually assuming an expression which was 
intended to be severe, but which was really 
increasingly drowsy. Suddenly he straightened 
himself and, poking his face towards hers, " I 
prefer to go home," he said, enunciating the words 
carefully: " I prefer to." 

"Come along, then; I'll see you part of the 
way." 

She kept her arm through his and led him 
northward. 

" I'm late," said Harvey, when they had walked 
some distance in silence. " I've been playing 
golf. I did the last two holes in two." 

"Two each?" 

" Two altogether," said Harvey, determined to 
make an impression. 

" That was very good." 

" I'm good at most games," said Harvey, 

pleasantly: " it's a knack— cricket, tennis. Play 

much tennis? " 
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" No," said the girl. 

" You ought to persVere. It*s a good game for 
girls. I met a girl at a garden-party — '' 

Suddenly she turned on him fiercely. Angry 
tears stood in her eyes. " Don't talk to me about 
tennis. Don't talk to me about garden-parties 
and things like that. D'y' hear? " 

Wholly mystified by her vehemence, Harvey 
bestowed upon her a slightly terrified, moUifjdng 
smile. They crossed Oxford Street in silence, and 
still continued northward. 

Abruptly Harvey came to a halt. A thought 
had struck him. "Are you'n inunoral woman? " 
he said severely. 

"Oh, no; I let rooms to single gentlemen." 
She smiled a little. 

" I'm glad to hear it." 

She said nothing. 

" I'm glad to hear it," he repeated. " I think 
im — ^im'ral — " He looked at her with increasing 
severity and started again : " I think it's a great 
evil, the great curse of the country. I think so." 

" Well, come on," said the girl, gently pulling at 
his arm. 

Harvey drew himself together. 
Come on, dear." 
Please don't call me by familiar names. My 
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name is Harvey Elwes. I was asked to stand 
for—'' 

" Yes, I know; youVe told me that before." 

" My wife gets very anxious," proceeded Harvey. 
" I don't know this street." 

" You can't go home to-night," said the girL 
" Don't be silly. It's much too late. Your wife 
has gone to bed long ago and locked up. She 
knows you often get kept overnight on business." 

Harvey pondered. " I think you're right. I'll 
take your advice. I'll go to a hotel." 

" There are no hotels about here. I can let you 
a comfortable room, if that's what you want." 

" Is it far? " 

" Oh no, quite dose." 

He assumed an air of patronage. " I'll take 
your room," he said. 

She gripped his arm firmly and steadied him 
onwatd. " You don't mind me being there too, 
I suppose? I've nowhere else to go." 

And Harvey didn't. 



31 



CHAPTER III 

Harvey Elwes had one considerable advantage 
over many others of his kind : he could turn out 
fresh in the morning, however inglorious his con- 
dition of the night before. He walked down 
Holbom at ten o'clock on the day following his 
late return from Halley Bush bright and dean, 
bronzed and elastic, nodding a smiling greeting to 
an occasional acquaintance. His whole appear- 
ance was pleasantly suggestive of health and the 
open air. 

After breakfast — ^a brandy-and-soda — ^he pro- 
ceeded to his Chambers in Lincoln's Inn. These 
were in a building which he shared with two other 
men: a convenient arrangement, since, as they 
none of them employed clerks, it enabled cUents 
who found a member of the trio temporarily 
absent to obtain information concerning him from 
one of the others. The expedient of pinning a 
paper on the outside of his door is not grateful to 
the soul of a member of the Bar. In Harvey's 
case, however, the contingency of an incursion of 

clients could be regarded with equanimity. Even 
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his tmde, a solicitor with a large City practice, had 
given up sending him work. On the first day of 
every third month he received a cheque for two 
himdred pounds from his father's trustees. That 
constituted his income. He neither made nor 
expected to make any emolument from his 
profession. Up to a certain time he had put forth 
a conscientious effort to succeed in it: he had 
diligently attacked the work which his imde 
provided for him, had regularly attended the 
Courts, had spent hours at a stretch searching 
volumes of law reports. But by degrees the 
constant difficulties and disappointments he en- 
coimtered, the stiff up-hill struggle which faces 
every young barrister, had proved too much for 
him and he had succumbed. 

In these later days his visits to his Chambers 
were mechanical and perfunctory. He arrived 
on normal days at about half-past ten, looked at 
his correspondence (if there were any to look at), 
read the morning paper (particularly the sporting 
and betting news), wrote a private letter or two, 
and lunched — limched for the rest of the day. 

He lunched, that is to say he drank, or — to use 

the only word which can convey just what it was — 

he "nipped," simply and solely because he had 

nothing else to do. Had the discouragements* in 
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his profession been less severe, or had he had grit 
to get through in spite of them, it is probable he 
would never have become a drinker. Those who 
succeed in any career, but particularly at the Bar, 
have opportunities of work showered upon them. 
Commonly they accept it all: more than they 
need, more than they can give full attention to, 
sometimes more than their strength can sustain. 
Perhaps, human nature being what it is, it would 
be unreasonable to expect them to do otherwise. 
But there remains the fact that persistent and 
disheartening failure to obtain some of the work 
with which they are over-gorged drives many a 
defeated yoimg man into the waste ways of 
Ufe. 

This morning Harvey foimd two letters and a 
telegram awaiting him. They had all arrived on 
the previous day. The telegram was from Cjmthia 
asking him to order some oysters at the Stores. 
This gave him acute distress: not because his 
conscience pricked him for his employment of the 
previous day and night, nor because he felt any 
doubt of his ability to explain his absence plaus- 
ibly, but simply because of his failure in the matter 
of the oysters. A lady to dine, an oysterless 
dinner, and through him! Cynthia should not 

have been let down in that way ; he was very much 
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to blame. He sat with his elbows on the desk, 
staring out of the window with furrowed bn>w. 
Then he slowly folded the telegram and put it in 
his pocket. Yes, Cynthia ought to have had the 
oysters; they ought to have been sent. 

The first of the two letters contained an " Ac- 
count rendered " from a tradesman, accompanied 
by a printed form respectfully asking for an early 
remittance. "IVe paid it," was his mental 
comment; " I must have paid it." He looked in 
his cheque-book, and foimd that he had omitted 
to fill in most of the counterfoils. " A very slack 
habit," he said to himself; " I must get out of it. 
Hang it I but I know IVe paid it." He put the 
bill in a drawer and took up the second letter. 

This was from a lady signing herself " GirUe." 
She reminded him that the morrow was early- 
dosing day in her neighbourhood and that she 
would meet him as usual at Charing Cross at two 
o'clock. There were two or three crosses at the 
bottom. Harvey looked at the date and then at 
the postmark. It had come by the previous 
evening's dehvery, so the appointment was for the 
present afternoon. Yes, of course, it was Thurs- 
day; it was always a Thursday. Hang it! He 
didn't fed like it; he was tired of her; she had 

nothing in her; in fact, it was a beastly nuisance. 
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But he should go. Some men wouldn't, but he 
should. You couldn't leave a girl standing about 
at a place like Charing Cross. She might get 
spoken to. Little inclination as he had, he should 
certainly go. You saw the man of fine perceptions 
and sound conduct in Harvey's face as he restored 
the letter to its envelope and put it in his pocket. 
It came in contact with Cjmthia's telegram. In a 
moment the letter was withdrawn, torn across, and 
dropped into the waste-paper basket. Then he 
took out the telegram, lightly dusted it with his 
fingers, and replaced it. There was no doubt that 
those 03^ters ought to have been sent: he was 
very much to blame ; very, very much to blame. 

To many people it may seem that Harvey's mail 
was not a very important one ; yet the sum of it 
caused him considerable perturbation of mind. 
He fretted about his room, unable to settle, unable 
to make his customary calculations, upon the 
results of the previous day's racing, of the sup- 
positional profits of his theoretical system of 
backing horses successfully, which was infaUible 
provided you had sufficient capital and sufficient 
courage. It appeared to him that he had come 
upon one of those days when everything meant to 
go wrong. One after the other his troubles 

obtruded themselves. He was tired of this girl; 
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to himself he could admit plainly that he was 
tired of her: she was common, she was not his 
class, their aims and outlooks were necessarily 
entirely different. In her way she was a nice 
girl, and he knew she was fond of him; of course 
he should stand by her; no decent man could do 
anjrthing else; but — At this point the trades- 
man's accoimt swam into his ken. He knew there 
would be trouble about it before he was through 
with it. He searched his drawers for the receipt, 
unsuccessfully. He didn't accuse them of dis- 
honesty, but he thought it a pity that tradesmen 
could not be businesslike. He would go out and 
buy a file and hang it up in his room and begin 
keeping his receipted bills systematically. No 
doubt he ought to have done so before: it was 
partly his own fault. If it hadn't come on the 
top of Cynthia's telegram — Oh, he wouldn't 
have let Cynthia down for the world. She would 
never trust to him again. 

He sat down in his chair and sighed. There was 
precious little that made life worth living, if one 
looked into i*. The fellows one met, the things one 
did — ^very pleasant in their way — ^but how much 
did it all amoimt to? Men came and went in the 
world, and nobody minded. If he, for instance — 

he, Harvey Elwes — ^went, probably his place would 
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soon be filled. He dropped his chin on his 
knuckles, picked at his moustache, and pondered 
over the vanity of things. He didn't justify 
suidde — ^personally he beUeved he could never 
descend to it — ^it was cowardly — ^but there were 
times when he could imderstand it. 

He went out and bought his file, foimd three 
receipts and stabbed them upon it, and then spent 
some time determining upon which hook in his 
room it would be at the same time unobtrusive 
and convenient. At a quarter to two he brushed 
his hat, locked his door behind him, and walked 
briskly down the Strand to Charing Cross. 

He looked into the precincts of the station 
Seeing no sign of the yoimg lady he had come to 
meet, he went into a bar and had a sherry-and- 
bitters. Five minutes later he emerged and again 
glanced into the station. Still he looked in vain. 
Exhibiting some shght natural annoyance, he went 
back into the bar and had another sherry-and- 
bitters. On issuing from it for the second time, he 
went right into the station, and immediately came 
upon the object of his search. 

This was a girl of about twenty, rather demure 

in appearance, quietly dressed and decidedly pretty, 

seated on a bench in the booking-hall. 

Harvey hurried up to her. " Where have you 
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been hiding? " he said breathlessly. " IVe been 
looking for you all over the place." 

" IVe been here for the last quarter of an hour," 
said the girl, quietly. 

She looked up at him; and the most casual 
observer, seeing the look, would have known how 
she was disposed to him. To this Uttle shop-girl 
(she was in the baby-linen department in a South 
London drapery estabhshment) Harvey Elwes 
represented the whole world. Round his person- 
aUty her being centred and by their weekly meet- 
ings she measured her hfe. 

" I looked in several times,'' said Harvey. " I 
must have missed you in the crowd. I'm awfully 
sorry." 

" You couldn't help it," said the girl, getting up. 
" I don't mind, now you've come." 

" Surely you didn't think I wasn't coming? " 

" No, I didn't reaUy." 

" You ought to know me better than that, 
Marie." 

His tone was a httle cold. It was so difficult 
to make" her comprehend that she must not 
associate with him the loose standards of her own 
class. 

" I say I didn't think so. Of course I didn't. 

Don't be stupid." 
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They walked out of the station. Harvey 
reaUsed that her last remark ought not to be 
passed unreproved; but she alwa)^ took even the 
slightest correction so seriously, and no doubt she 
meant no impertinence. 

They crossed Trafalgar Square in silence. 
Marie was never talkative in Harvey's company; 
and he could think of nothing material to say. 
They were walking on without any fixed 
purpose. 

" Where shall we go? " he asked presently. 

" I don't mind." 

" You never do. I wish you would say." 

"I don't want to have to think: I'm quite 
happy." 

" Tofeano's might do." 

" Oh, don't let us bother with lunch," she said 
quickly. " Let's get out into the country." 

" You haven't had it? " — a Uttle apprehensively. 
' **No, but we can get some biscuits: I'm not 
hungry." 

Harvey's lunch, however, was a function not to 
be disposed of in this airy manner. 

" Oh, you oughtn't to do that," he said seri- 
ously, " it's playing with your constitution." 

He took her to a restaurant in Soho. They had 

a small room to themselves, and he pressed her 
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hand between the courses. When the waiter had 
finally left them, he sat with his coffee and his 
cfSme'de-menthe : his legs were crossed and his 
table-napkin was on the floor beside him. Three- 
quarters of a bottle of champagne had fallen to his 
share, and his eyes were b^inning to assume their 
watery glaze, their studied calm. He broke his 
dgarette-ash on his plate and looked at Marie. 
It occurred to him that he had been depreciating 
her unfairly in his mind. She was imdoubtedly 
pretty; also she was pleasant ; also she was a dear 
girl and fond of him. 

He stretched an arm roimd her waist and drew 
her towards him. 

" A penny for your thoughts," he.said. 

" ril tell you presently.'* She laid her head on 
his shoulder with a httle sigh. 

Harvey put down his cigarette and kissed her. 
He felt a tremor go through her. 

What's the matter? " — ^with foolish anxiety. 

Are you cold? " 
No, no; don't be silly.'* She climg to him. 
Why don't you talk? " 

^^I canH talk." Her head was still on his 
shoulder. 

He took up his cigarette again and smoked for a 

few minutes rather awkwardly. 
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After a time she raised her head. She had 
coloured a little and her lip trembled. " I want 
to say something.^ 

Yes? " said Harvey. 

When are we going away again? 

Harvey disposed of his cremC'de^^menthe. To do 
so, having only one hand at his command, he was 
obliged again temporarily to relinquish his 
cigarette. 

" IVe been wondering about that," he 
said. " IVe been wondering if it*s worth the 
risk?" 

She looked at him without speaking. Her eyes 
were mystified and vaguely reproachful. 

" It would be an awful thing if anything 
happened," he went on solemnly. " It would 
be an awful thing," he repeated. 
It's been all right before." 
That's because you ^can trust me to do all I 
can. You couldn't trust some men." 

" I don't want to trust some men." 

" I've never done any girl any harm." He 

paused to allow the statement full weight. " I'm 

not going to behave like a bounder," he said, with 

emphasis. 

He rang the beU for another cr^me-de-tnefUhe. 
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" The point is — I'm married." 

" Oh, why do you keep teUing me that? " cried 
Marie, fiercely. " You tell me every time I see 
you." 

Harvey smiled on her indulgently. " It shuts 
the door — ^in case of accidents.. You see what I 
mean? " 

"Of course I see what you mean." She 
spoke slowly, with a note in her voice almost 
of disdain. " You mean you can never marry 



me:' 
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That's the point. I want to behave squarely 
— I don't want to behave like a bounder." 

"Well, if I'm willing to risk it," said Marie, 
after a pause, "I don't think you ought to 
mind." 

" No, not if you really understand. I'm only 
showing you the danger. I'm not like some 
fellows. I can't take advantage of a girl. I can't 
do it." 

" When shall we go? " 

Harvey pondered. "This week-end> if you 
like." 

" Where? " 

" I'll let you know. Some quiet place. Have 

you got the ring? " 
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She showed him her hand. ** I always wear it 
when I come out with you." 
" How nice of you! " His soft eyes glistened. 
" Oh, Harvey—" 
" Yes? " He put his arms roimd her. 



" I do love you so." 
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CHAPTER IV 

Chancing to look out of the drawing-room window 
between six and seven that evening Bay saw the 
master of the house coming along on the other 
side of the street with short, quick steps and a 
very business-like air. 

" Here he is," she said to Cynthia. 

Cynthia glanced at the dock. "Half-past 
six," she said. " Important conference, Cynthia 
dear. Big men briefed on both sides. I'm lucky 
to be in it." She had mimicked Harvey's tone. 
"Stop me when I do that. Bay," she said the 
next moment. " I don't want to, and it's so easy 
to get into a habit." 

When Harvey came in she noticed, almost 

without looking at him, the slight glaze of his 

eyes and their unnatural steadiness. These were 

familiar signs. She did not move from her chau: 

— ^indeed, scarcely appeared to have noticed his 

entrance. He hurried past Bay with a quick 

greeting and went up to his wife. 

" Cynthia dear, I'm most awfully sorry about 
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those oysters. I was playing golf; I didn't get 
your wire. I'm most awfully sorry." 

"What? Oh, never mind," said Cynthia, 
carelessly. 

Was it very inconvenient? " 
Oh, no. I remembered afterwards that you 
usually played golf on Wednesday." 

Her indifferent, even tone contrasted with 
Harvey's short, sudden sentences. Just now the 
latter's genuine concern increased his normal 
tendency to speak in jerks. 

" I've been worrying about it all day; wonder- 
ing what you would do. I know you won't have 
oysters from shops. Were you able to get any- 
thing else? " 

" Don't obtrude these domestic details." She 
smiled and looked at Bay. " I believe if I asked 
Harvey to get me a shoe-lace he would tell 
me his experiences before a crowd of people. 
* It's a new thing. I was lucky to get it. 
So the man said; and he said you ought to 
lace it criss-cross.' Bay! What did I tell you. 
Bay? " 

But Bay had gone to the window and was look- 
ing out. She appeared, to a man passing in the 
street, to have a sense of humom*. 

Presently she turned round. Cynthia seemed 
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inclined to pass the previous night's absence with- 
out even comment. This was more than Bay's 
indignant spirit could suffer. 

" You were unfortunate last night, Mr Elwes," 
she said calmly. 

** Yes, I was sorry not to get home. I stayed 
the night with Morgan. I went to his house after 
golf. We were playing bridge and I missed the 
last train. They were awfully nice — ^he and his 
wife — ^but I was afraid Cynthia would be anxious. 
You got my wire? " 

He was hardly conscious of deceit. These 
petty deceptions had become so habitual that the 
line dividing the base of truth, upon which his 
stories were invariably founded, from the super- 
structure of fable was now blurred and well-nigh 
obliterated in his mind. He knew that he had 
dined with Morgan and that he had played bridge 
with him. To have slept with him was a natural 
sequel which his brain in the course of the day had 
translated into virtual fact. 

" Yes," repUed Bay, ** at half-past ten this morn- 
ing. It was handed in at Holbom." 

Harvey was not abashed. " I couldn't send 

it from Halley Bush: I was sorry about that. 

Morgan runs it so fine: we had a rush for the 

train." 
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V. " Why not have wired from Waterloo? " said 
Bay, inexorably. 

" Oh, it wouldn't have made much difference. 
Bay," said Cynthia. Such a patent deception was 
not worth exposing. 

Harvey's features composed themselves into 
their unchanging smile. He thought Bay had 
been rather officious, and he could see that Cynthia 
thought so too. But he should not allow it to 
make any difference in his manner. He was not 
that sort of man. 

He sat down beside her, swung his knee be- 
tween his hands, and proceeded to play the host. 
Have you ever tried golf, Mrs Montressor? " 
Golf has tried me," said Bay. 

He shed the light of a generously sympathetic 
countenance upon her. "You must come and 
let me give you a few lessons," he said 
kindly. 

" I suppose you play very well? " said Bay, 
ingenuously. 

" I've had a good deal of practice," he con- 
fessed modestly. " I was playing very well yester- 
day. I was driving a very long ball. It put 
Morgan off his game." 

" Do you ever lose a match? " Bay's eyes were 

innocently round. 
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Sarcasm was lost on Harvey. " Very rarely," 
he said. " I began young," he offered in explana- 
tion of his good fortune. " It's a great thing to 
begin young. All the best players did. I began 
young," he said, with his gentle smile, and rested 
his steady, watery gaze upon her. 

Bay turned from him abruptly; but he was 
unconscious of the Uttle shudder of disgust. His 
attention had been transferred to his wife. 

" You are looking pale, Cynthia dear." 

There was genuine fussy anxiety in his voice. 
He had an intense admiration of his wife, an 
intense concern for her, which were demonstrated 
in Uttle officious ways. 

I am always rather pale," said Cynthia. 
Yes, but you look tired. Don't bother to 
dress to-night. Dine just as you are." 

"What nonsense!" said Cynthia. 

" I think you overtax yourself. You run about 
too much after the boy. Couldn't you leave him 
more to nurse? We pay her her wages. 

" Don't do any more of that embroidery," he 

continued, getting up: "it strains your eyes." 

Cynthia laid it down with a sUght sigh. " Let me 

lift your cushion a bit higher. That's better, 

isn't it? Aren't you in a draught from the 

window? " 
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He fluttered about her exuding busy solicitude. 
She submitted with an air of quiet resignation, 
which he completely failed to attribute to its 
true cause. 

" Oh, sit down, Harvey," she said at last. 

He obeyed, smiling at Bay to show her that 
this was not a rebuff, but a sUght, inteUigible 
feminine vapour which he could afford to treat 
as such. 

After dinner that night Cynthia remembered 
a letter she had forgotten to write. Sh^ left Bay 
with a book and returned to the dining-room, 
where she kept her escritoire. Hearing her step, 
Harvey hastily emptied his glass and put the 
stopper in the port decanter. He could have 
spared himself the trouble; Cynthia was not 
deceived by the cup of coffee and the cigarette. 

He rose and leaned upon the mantelpiece, flick- 
ing his ash into the hearth, and occasionally 
glancing at the graceful figure writing at the 
escritoire. She had her back to him. After a 
time he looked at her more often and his glances 
became meditative. His mind was yielding 
pleasantly to the full consciousness that this was 
his wife, his property; this desirable being his 
private and exclusive possession. It was a com- 
fortable thought and contributed agreeably to 
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his self-esteem. No man of inferior endowments, 
it was obvious, could have won so fair a 
prize. 

It appeared to him presently that something 
of this appreciation of his good-fortune, in justice 
to its subject, might property find expression. 

" How nice you are looking to-night, Cynthia," 
he said. " I like that dress." 

" Rather low in the neck perhaps," said Cynthia, 
smiling at her letter. 

" Yes, it is a Uttle; but still — ^in spite of that — 
I like it. It suits you. Altogether " — ^he hesi- 
tated — "altogether you are much nicer-looking 
than most men's wives." 

C3mthia stopped writing. She had suddenly 
remembered her promise to Bay. She would 
never have a better opportunity to redeem it. 
After momentary hesitation, she put down her 
pen and turned round in her chair. 

She looked Harvey frankly in the face. " I'm 
glad you like my dress," she said; " I'm glad you 
think I look nice." 

Harvey smiled foolishly. He was surprised by 

the sudden change from preoccupation, and a 

Uttle abashed by the honesty and candoiu: of the 

eyes that looked straight into his. To hide his 

embarrassment he fidgeted to the dining-table 
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for another cigarette and fidgeted back to the 
mantelpiece to light it. 

" Harvey — '* Cynthia stopped. " Do you mind 
sitting down? " she said. " I want to talk quietly." 

He pulled a chair from beneath the table, 
turned it towards her and sat upon it. He felt 
curiously nervous. He could hardly have said 
why. 

" Has it ever occurred to you," said Cynthia, 
picking up the pen again and making marks on 
her blotting-pad, " that you and I are a very 
extraordinary couple? " 

Harvey stared at her blankly. He was far 
from prepared for such a bomb. The guiding 
principle upon which he conducted his Ufe was 
to act as other people did, to dress as other people 
did, to think as other people did — ^in a phrase, to 
be ordinary. To behave imconventionally, to 
wear clothes a year ahead of or behind the fashion, 
to hold impopular opinions — ^those were things 
outside the little system in which his personaUty 
revolved. And now he was told by his own wife 
that he was one of an extraordinary couple! It 
almost amounted, it seemed to him, to a reflection 
on his character. 

"I mean," proceeded Cynthia, "that our 
marriage — ^to say the least — ^is paradoxical." 
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An astounding thought occurred to Harvey. 
" Aren't you happy, Cynthia? " he said with 
surprised distress. 

" You go your own way," she continued, " and 
you apparently expect me to go mine. At all 
events, you leave me — alone." 

Harvey's conscience suddenly pricked him. 
" I go away for a night or two occasionally," he 
said, " but never for long." 

" Oh, I don't mean you are not in the house. I 
mean I am alone in essentials. You have your own 
interests and concerns, and I am your house- 
keeper, your dressed doll, your pretty picture- 
lady." 

Harvey was becoming perturbed. He felt in- 
clined to cry; he thought Cynthia was imjust and 
unreasonable. This after aU his care for her, aU 
his concern and soUcitude! 

" I didn't know you felt like that," he said : 
" I've always tried to be kind." 

He had the feeling that he was stating his case 
with touching moderation. 

" Yes," cried C3mthia, " foolishly, unnecessarily, 
irritatingly kind — ^in superficialities. Essentially 
you neglect me." She paused. "Surely you 
won't make me speak definitely. Can't you under- 
stand? " 
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His mild eyes looked back at her with an almost 
frightened expression. "I don't like to say I 
do," he said. " I should think it would be an 
insult." 

His pusillanimity provoked her out of 
patience. 

" Do you suppose " — ^her voice rose to a note of 
indignation — " do you suppose that a woman 
marries for a doll's house to play with and pretty 
furniture to put into it, to be mollycoddled and 
fussed about and praised for her good looks and 
occasionally reverently kissed? Do you suppose 
that?" 

" I don't know," said Harvey, too disturbed 
to say more. 

"She marries," cried Cynthia, with flaming 
eyes, " for a husband's love, and perhaps to be- 
come the mother of children." 

Harvey stared at her incredulously— dumb. 
He was miserably agitated. He felt as if a great 
cathedral had toppled about him and strewn its 
component stones. 

Cynthia bent over her desk and again began to 
make pen lines on the blotting-paper. There was 
a soft flush on her cheek. 

" Have you nothing to say? " she said, in a 

low tone. 
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"I can't think what to say," he stammered 
at length. " I never connected you with — ^with 
ideas of that sort. I thought you — I thought 
you were above them. Those sorts of things 
always seem to me — ^rather — ^rather coarse sorts 
of things." 

Cynthia got up. 

"Very well, Harvey." She had turned to 
stone. Her words came like a stream of ice. 
"Never — ^never till I die — ^will I speak of it 
again." 

"Oh, Cynthia dear!— Cynthia!— I—" 

But the door had closed. He was alone. 

Cynthia swept through the hall and burst into 
the drawing-room. She flimg herself on her 
knees at Bay's feet and buried her face in her lap, 
in a flood of tears. 

"Oh, Bay, why did you make me humihate 
myself in this way ? " 

" You have spoken to him? " 

"Yes. He says I am coarse — ^he says I am 
coarse. Bay." 

" Oh-h-h-h! " Bay drew in her breath with a 
deep hiss. 

Later in the evening, when she had gone to her 

room, she opened the window and mentally 
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addressed an imaginary Harvey in the back 
garden. 

" I am anxious to be quite fair to you, Mr 
Harvey Elwes," she said, " but I think we may 
say, without doing you an injustice, that you 
have had your chance." 
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CHAPTER V 

There is an end of all things — even of painters 
and paperhangers. They put us through a night 
of tribulation, but assuredly joy cometh in the 
morning. So Bay thought, as she sat in unwonted 
idleness and looked round at the pristine fairness 
of her white and pale-blue drawing-room — ^that 
pristine fairness which a London room can only 
diffuse during the few weeks following a thorough 
overhaul. It was a warm day in June and the 
windows were all open. She had interviewed her 
cook and arranged for the day's domestic needs; 
she had answered aU her letters and made a con- 
scientious attempt to check her private accounts; 
she had lunched, she had gone up to Regent Street 
and done some shopping; she had been to her club, 
she had called on two friends and found neither at 
home, and now it was half-past five and she had 
nothing to do. Consequently she was not dis- 
pleased to hear the sharp whirr of the hall-door bell. 
She felt she could endure even a bore for half an 
hour. 

The maid opened the door and annoimced " Mr 
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Frank Cheyne'* — a young man who followed 
quietly, dragging off his gloves. He was inclined 
to be tall and inclined to be thin, but was not quite 
either, and would have struck a new acquaintance 
rather by his narrow and slightly-pointed features 
and his gentle manners. He was wearing a dark 
blue double-breasted suit with somewhat tight 
trousers, was clean-shaven and apparently about 
thirty years old. 

Bay got up to greet him with a smile, which she 
suddenly checked, and looked at him soberly. 
" I'm never very pleased to see you, Frank." 
"I'm sorry for that, Bay. Why not?'' He 
was quite undisturbed. 

Because I never can make you angry:*' 



" Such nonsense! " 



He smiled easily and pleasantly and sat down. 
He was Bay's cousin and looked upon an invitation 
to change from the perpendicular as an imneces- 
sary formality between them. 

" Well, I shall try your patience this afternoon. 
I feel in a wild mood. I have spent the day in my 
own society." 

" Am I expected to say the obvious thing? " 

" Of course not. You never could pay a com- 
pliment. But I thought I would give you a chance. 

It is some time since I have seen you, so there 
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was a possibility you might have changed. Why 
didn't you tell me you were coming to town? " 

" I am telling you now. It is only for a few 
days. I am staying at the Ritz." 

" You could have stayed with me." 

" What about Mrs Grundy? " 

" I don't know the lady." 

Frank Cheyne smiled paternally on his cousin. 
He rarely laughed outright. Quietness and kindli- 
ness were the dominant factors in his constitution. 

" Have you had tea? " said Bay. 

" No, but I don't want any." 

" You had better have some; it will help to pass 
the time." She rang the bell. 

" How do you like my new wall-paper? " 

He looked round carefully. "Very nice. I 
hadn't noticed it was different." 

" You are very nearly hopeless. Look at the 
carpet ; see how it shades into the curtains, and 
those into the blue chintzes; everything getting 
paler and paler till you come to the white paint. 
It has aU cost weeks of thought. Don't you think 
it is the most delightful room in London? " 

" There is another palpable thing to say," said 
her cousin. 

" Oh, no, I am the only unpretty thing in it." 

" Thank you," said Chejme. 
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Bay smiled. "Yes, I gave you that. Well, 
now you shall have some tea." 

Whfle the maid was placing the things she ex* 
amined her visitor with disapproval. 

" Do you mind if I say something? " she asked 
when they were again alone. 

" I don't suppose it would make much difference 
if I did." 

" If I had six thousand a year, I think I should 
dress a Uttle better." 

He looked down at the sKghted garments with 
the affection of ownership. " These are aU right," 
he said. 

" They are old," said Bay, decidedly, " and they 
are not fitted for town. I remember them last 
year — ^you wore them yachting." 

" They are comfortable, and I*m fond of them," 
he pleaded. 

She looked at him judicially. "You are the 
kiad of man who would pay for dressing, 
Frank." 

Well, most people do that," said Frank. 
All these things will return on your head 
before you go," said Bay, firmly. " Don't suppose 
you will escape." 

She dropped two lumps of sugar into his tea 

and passed it to him. 
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Cheyne stirred the sugar. " IVe come to ask 
you a favour," he began, "rather a big one — " 
Then he broke off and said abruptly, " You know 
Laurence is home again? " 

Bay suddenly dived for the bread-and-butter, 
which was on a shelf beneath the table. " Yes, 
of course," she replied. " He was in town in the 
spring; I saw quite a lot of him." 

"Oh, yes; I had forgotten. He hasn't changed 
much in three years? " 

"Very Uttle," said Bay. "Won't you have 
some bread-and-butter? " 

" I'm glad we have got him back again," said 
Frank, " but I am afraid he won't stay long." 

" What makes you say that? " — ^rather sharply. 

"He never does." 

" You two brothers," said Bay, after a moment's 
pause, " always seem to me to have been bom in 
the wrong order. Laurence is much the elder, 
and yet you are the one who stays at home and 
manages the estate and lives in the old house, 
while he wanders all over the world." 

"Oh, Laurence couldn't be happy without a 

railway to build or half a continent to survey. 

He gets moped if he stays too long in England. 

He says you are always coming to the end of it, 

whichever way you go." 
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Goat! " said Bay. 
Who? " — anxiously. 

" Laurence. Here is a man who can live any- 
where he cares on the earth's surface, and he 
chooses Africa and Brazil! " 

" Oh, there is no sense or reason in it ; of course 
we are all agreed about that," said Frank; " but 
then we are not all bom engineers, and we have 
not all got this spirit of space." 

" There is one thing about Laurence," he went 
on, " which seems to me to explain a good deal 
that he does. So far as I can see, he is impervious 
to your sex. He gets on with you all very 
pleasantly, and you all like him and he likes you. 
Outwardly he is almost what is called a ladies' 
man; but they never strike under the surface." 

" How do you know that? " 

She spoke rather sharply, and he repUed with 
more seriousness than he had put into his previous 
speech : 

" I don't know, of course; I am only judging 
by impressions; but I think I am right." 

Bay laughed suddenly. Frank felt vaguely 
that she regrettedhermomentaryflash of poignancy 
and wanted to cover it. 

"Then don't traduce my sex — ^for what you 

have been saying is a hideous hbel on them— or 
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I won't grant your favour. By-the-bye, you 
haven't told me what it is." 

Cheyne put down his cup. " Laurence and I 
have taken a shoot in Scotland for the season," 
he said; "not a large one — about five hundred 
head. It is too far for the Mater to go — ^besides, 
it is not quite in her line — so we want you to come 
and be hostess? " 

Who is going to be there? " said Bay. 
Arthur Nugent and Hibbert and his wife are 
the only ones we have decided on at present," he 
repUed. "Four gims will be enough probably, 
but we want you to get us some more ladies. 
There is room in the lodge for nine or ten altogether. 
We shall have a car up there, and there is a bum 
close to the lodge with some fair fishing, so there 
ought to be something for everyone to do. We 
want to make it a jolly party, if we can." 

Bay reflected. "There might be someone to 
suit," she said. 

Frank looked at her circumspectly. He knew 
Bay pretty well. 

" I am looking for a husband," she informed 
him gravely. 

" What about Arthur Nugent? " said her cousin. 
" He would teach you how to hold a gim and read 
the Field to you every evening." 
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"Arthur Nugent bores me,'* said Bay. "I 
object to him." 

" If you are unable to make a selection from the 
patterns at present submitted we shall be happy 
to furnish a further instalment. In the meantime, 
there is always Laurence. He will have to marry 
soon, if he is going to marry at aU. He was forty 
on Thursday." 

" He doesn't look more than thirty-five." 

" Why not say twenty-five? " 

" It wouldn't be true, thank Heaven. Callow 
youths make me ill." She looked across at him 
seriously. "Does that represent the whole of 
your stock? " 

" No ; the remaining item is personally pre- 
sented." 

" You used to think of proposing to 
me in the old days," said Bay, "before I 
married." 

"The question was reviewed in the face of 
pointed discouragement." 

" I should have accepted you, if you had." 

He bowed profoundly. 

" For your money," said Bay. 

He looked up with a smile — ^no one ever saw him 

ruflSied. 

Bay was moved by his unshakable good-humour 
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to one of her rare moments of softness. " I told 
you what to expect," she said. 

Frank Cheyne Sat back in his chair. "Why 
talk this nonsense? " he said. " What do you 
want a husband for? ** 

She looked back at him with pained surprise. 
" If you have come to ask me questions of that 
sort—'* 

He smiled almost in spite of himself. " You are 
really too bad, Bay. I mean you are all right as 
you are." 

" Do you mind talking about something you 
understand? '* said Bay. 

" Will you come to Tannadice? " 

" Is that the shoot? " 

" Yes." 

" Do you expect me to keep house? " 

" Please." 

" Nearest town twenty miles away? " 

" No, only ten ; and we shall have the car.'* 

" I am going up to Yorkshire next month," said 
Bay, " to stay with Helen Farquharson; she has 
a house-party.'* 

"That makes it all the simpler; you can 
come on from there; we are not going till the 
twelfth." 

" The' twelfth of August? " 
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" Call it the * twelfth of August ' to Arthur 
Nugent and see what he says." 

" Very well," said Bay, " you may book me for 
the twelfth." 

" Hurray! " said her cousin, fervently: "that 
is a load off my mind. Now, what ladies can you 
ask?" 

" Young or old," said Bay, " grave or gay? " 

"We must have someone to leaven Mrs 
Hibbert," said Frank. "You haven't met her, 
have you? No one but Hibbert could have 
married her. She is one of those taU, handsome 
women, with rather loud, joUy kind of voices. 
She gives you the impression at first that she is no 
end of a good sort." 

" I suppose she is just the reverse? " 

" Just," said Frank. 

"How ghastly! " said Bay. "A prim prude 
is objectionable, but at least she is honest; but a 
prude who takes a laughing, ready-for-anything 
tone is an abomination not to be endured. Mrs 
Hibbert, almost thou persuadest me to recant." 

"Let us pass to the next business on the 
agenda," said Frank, hastily. 

" I shall not be responsible for my actions when 

I meet her," said Bay. " A person of that t)^ 

has an extraordinary effect upon me. I shall 
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behave atrociously. I shall shock her purposely. 
It will not be my fault. An imp rises up inside 
me and makes me say things that have not even 
passed through my mind." 

"The next business," insisted Frank, "is the 
selection of ladies to fill the vacant seats on the 
board." 

At the board," suggested Bay. 
Whichever way you like." 
The Templeman twins would be glad to come, 
probably," she intimated; after a Uttle reflection. 
"They are ultra-modem and rather rowdy, but 
they are high-spirited, and men usually like them 
for a time." 

"Tick them off," said Frank. "Anyone 
else?" 

" I wonder — " said Bay, slowly. Suddenly her 
eyes Ughted and she laughed. " I wonder if I 
could manage to get Cynthia to come without — 
without the incubus? " And she laughed again. 

" Who is Cjoithia? And who is the incubus? " 

" Cynthia? Oh, my lovely Cynthia! " She 

pointed a fiinger at him. " Three months hence " 

— she glanced at the date-rack — " on the sixteenth 

of September — I will remind you that you said to 

me to-day, * Who is Cynthia? ' and we will see if 

you believe it," 
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" Still you haven't told me who the goddess is," 
said Frank. 

"Cynthia is Mrs Harvey Elwes and my very 
dearest friend. If I give you the priceless, im- 
measurable blessing of her society, I do it upon an 
understanding. From morning, noon to night she 
is to be amused and kept happy. I lay that to 
your charge — to your charge personally, Frank 
Cheyne." 

" 1 should just wonder if it was worth it," said 
Frank, coolly. 

" Ough! *' cried Bay, impatiently, " you haven't 
seen her. She compels homage." 

" In that case," he repUed, in the same tone, 
" you have no need to make a bargain. If there 
is no help for it — ^if I must fall down and worship, 
then I must. But what about her husband? " 

" Her husband doeai't count." 

Without being a Puritan or pusillanimous, Frank 
felt a vague distrust of anything or anyone diverg- 
ing at all from standard conditions. Very sUghtly 
his tone changed. " Is there nobody else? " he 
said. 

Bay froze him with a look. " Eai that! Not 

three months hence — ^not five minutes hence^ 

fkw/" 

And Frank Cheyne tremulously did so. 
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He would have been perplexed had he seen Bay 
when she returned into the drawing-room after his 
departure. She stood quite still in the middle of 
the room, her two hands pressed flat upon her 
bosom. Her eyes were shining. She drew a 
breath deeply and a slight tremor went through 
her. Presently she looked upward with intense 
earnestness. 

" Thank you/' she said in a low voice that shook 
a little. 
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CHAPTER VI 

Harvey said that, so far as he was concerned, he 
could manage it. 

"I can always get away," he added, with 
pardonable pride in the fact of his happy position, 
so far removed from the commonplace trammels 
of ordinary masculinity. 

After that it was difficult for the others to 
suggest that the claims of wives and children had 
to be considered. In fact, it was difficult to 
mention wives and children — ^to admit them. 

" Couldn't we make it Cromer? " said another of 
the four, after a pause, a Uttle diffidently. They 
were sitting in the Club-house at Halley Bush. 

The only bachelor cleared his throat with a little 
characteristic laugh. He was a level-headed being, 
who gave his views quietly. "You can hardly 
move on the links in August," he said. " They 
have a band there and a promenade, and that sort 
of thing. If you want a fashionable watering- 
place I should say go to Cromer. But if you want 
golf, go to Brancaster. Don't you think so, 

Elwes? " 
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" You don't get good golf at Cromer in August,*' 
said Harvey, sapiently . 

" What about Sheringham? " said the man who 
had suggested Cromer. He was somewhat thin in 
face and frame, with a fair moustache and sUghtly- 
curling hair, a sanguine complexion and good- 
himioured eyes. His Christian names were John 
Jacob. If he had inherited a patronymic from 
his ancestors, it was apparently unknown to his 
fellow-members of the Club. 

That's just as bad," said the bachelor. 

Besides, the whole idea of a golf hoUday is to go 
to a place where we can stay all together in the 
Club-house, or somewhere near, so that we can 
have a rubber of bridge at night. Just the four 
of us." He again coughed lightly. 

" Hear, hear, old chap ! " said the third benedict, 
in a boisterous voice, speaking for the first time. 
He was the rubicund, glassy-eyed gentleman whom 
we last saw in the Strand. "Matches in the 
morning, foursomes in the afternoon, and bridge 
at night. That's my idea of heaven." He 
handled his empty glass. 

" How about drinks. Masters? " said the 
bachelor. 

" Thanks, old chap. I'll have the same." 

"I meant in heaven," said the other; 



71 



Cynthia in the Wilderness 

but he laughed and ordered the glasses to be 
refilled. 

" Oh, in heaven," said Masters, quoting from the 
sermon of an eccentric divine, " * for those who 
prefer light refreshment, there will be light 
refreshment.' Here's luck! " 

"Free drinks and no bunkers!" cried John 
Jacob. " I wondered why Elwes had been going 
to church. Before breakfast! " he shouted, as the 
full incongruity of a recent incident reciuxed to 
him. "Someone saw him. Before breakfast! — 
Elwes! " He laughed loudly, w^th an honest ring 
of pure enjoyment. 

" Thank the Lord," said Masters, with a vivid 
recollection of unpleasant experiences, "there 
won't be any tearing great sand-pit in front of 
the thirteenth tee. All the same I ought to have 
won that hole to-day, Elwes. You'd no right to 
ground on the edge. That's a hazard. Bate- 
man," he called out to the secretary, who was 
sitting in a comer with a small Skye terrier on his 
knee, endeavouring to keep the smoke from a 
cigarette out of his eyes while he wrote a letter, 
" that's a hazard, isn't it, those cubs of the Rocky 
Moimtains between the pit and the fence? " 

" If Elwes groimded it was certainly a hazard," 

said the secretary, and went on stroking his dog. 
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Harvey smiled broadly. He believed he could 
take a joke against himself as well as anybody. 

" I think I could have lifted," he said, in his 
quick tones. " I think it was ground under 
repair. I ought to have done it in five. I got 
a beautiful approach. I was playing my iron 
shots well to-day.*' 

" You were, old chap," said Masters; " especi- 
ally the one you bored into the mud at the eleventh 
and couldn't find." 

"Let us settle about Brancaster," said the 
bachelor, who saw his holiday scheme in danger of 
being swamped beneath a flood of desultory talk. 

You are a certainty, Elwes? '* 
Yes, I can always get away," said Harvey 
again. 

" And you too. Masters? " 

" Right you are, old bhoy." 

" And what about you, John Jacob? " 

" If I can get the lady of the establishment to go 
and stay with her mother, I shall be there swiftly." 

Harvey looked at him kindly. A husband who 

permitted himself to be henpecked was not a man 

he could respect, but this crushed benedict was an 

amiable person and he felt sorry for him. 

Have a cigarette, John Jacob? " he said. 

We will give you another week to think it 
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over," said the bachelor. " If you can't promise 
definitely by then we shall have to get someone 
else. That's fair, isn't it? " 

" Set fair, if the missis doesn't damage the family 
barometer." He laughed joyously, showing his 
white teeth, and looked gaily round for approba- 
tion of his witticism. 

" More likely * very dry,' old chap," said Masters, 
emptying his tumbler. 

" We can consider that settled then." The 
bachelor coughed lightly, and took out his pipe 
and tobacco. Then he looked at the clock. 
"Are we going to have a rubber to-night? It's 
only six." 

" I wanted to catch the six-twenty-four," said 
Harvey, jumping up rather like a startled bird. 

It was the only train which could get him home 
in passable time for dinner. 

" Just one rubber, old bhoy! " 

" Sit down, Elwes," said John Jacob, who had 
seated himself at the card-table. " I'll cut you 
for pennies while Masters is ordering the Uquid." 
He spread a pack of cards across the table and 
laughed uproariously. Masters had a reputation 
for being none too prone to " order the liquid." 

" What gaol were you locked in on Tuesday? " 

he continued merrily, as he drew cards against 
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Harvey. " Masters and I went to look you up at 
your Chambers. We nearly knocked the place 
down, but we couldn't make anyone hear. At 
last one of those jokers from below came up— one 
of those barrister chaps. He was quite chippy. 
We asked him if he knew what pub you were 
buried in, and he said he didn't. * It's all right, 
said Masters, 'we'll serve him another day. 
Haugh! haugh! We'll serve him another day.' 
What's yours? Six. Eight. One to John 
Jacob." 

"You won't make much at that game," said 
the bachelor, cynically, after the sixth cut had left 
them as they started. "Come along: cut for 
partners." He spread-eagled another pack. 
(" Lift me an ace, John Jacob," said Masters, who 
was standing at the bar.) They turned cards. 
" You and I, Elwes." 

They took their places, and the bachelor dealt 
the cards. A period of solenm silence. 

" Leave it." 

" Hearts," said Harvey, with a snap. 

" May I play to hearts, pard? " 

"Thou mayest." Masters sampled "the 
liquid " to console himself for a moderate hand. 

"The four of spades," said John Jacob with 

great distinctness, playing the card. 
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Harvey laid down his hand and beamed across 
at his partner. 

I was glad you left it," he said. 

What ho, pard! " said Masters, facetiously. 

Give him time to pull the rest out of his sleeve." 

The bachelor examined the cards through his 

pince-nexy coughed Ughtly, and proceeded to make 

five tricks. 

It was nine o'clock when Harvey reached home. 

There was no one about. He looked into the 

dining-room. It diffused an air of peace. There 

was a marked absence of activity about it. The 

white cloth was still on the table, but there was 

nothing on the white cloth. He hardly knew 

what to do. Going back into the hall, he heard 

sounds from the servants' quarters which he knew 

meant washing-up. He peered anxiously up the 

stairs, and then went into the drawing-room for 

the second time. His hand hovered over the bell, 

but he did not press it. He disliked giving orders 

to the servants, especially orders involving an 

addition to their usual duties. He felt that that 

was an office which did not belong to him. The 

oddness of his situation struck him almost humor- 

oosly. He told himself he felt inclined to laugh. 

Everything was so absurdly quiet. Conceiving a 
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necessity to do something, he finally sat down in 
an easy-chair. There was a feeling of permanency 
about it which did not appeal to him; so he 
changed it for an upright one. Still sensitive of 
an insufficiency of occupation, he took up the 
evening paper which he had brought home with 
him and read in the train. He was distinctly 
conscious that he was himgry. 

Presently Cynthia came down from the nursery. 

" Have you had dinner? " she said coldly. She 
had dined alone. 

" No, I haven't had time," said Harvey, a Uttle 
breathlessly. " I was rather rushed." 

"Then why are you sitting here? Are you 
going to change? " She pressed the bell. 

" I thought I would let you know. I'll go and 
change now." 

" I am afraid ever5^thing will be cold." 

" It doesn't matter. Anything will do. Some 
cold meat — ^anything. Don't put them to any 
trouble. I hate giving trouble." 

He heard the servant's step in the hall and 
hastened past her up the stairs. 

Having satisfied his bodily needs, he felt once 

more in a condition to cope with the world to 

advantage. Indeed, he felt, to say the truth, that 

if it should unfortunately come to a conflict, the 
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world would have a sorry time. But he would 
alwa}^ be generous. He could never hit a man 
when he was down. That was characteristic of 
him. It suddenly burst upon him, as he was 
opening the drawing-room door, that that was 
essentially characteristic of him. 

Cynthia was sitting beneath the Ught, reading. 
It struck him that she looked pensive — even 
lonely. His heart welled out to her. 

"We haven't been doing much this year, 
Cynthia dear," he said. " I think we ought to do 
more. Fll get some theatre tickets." He sat 
down beside her ; and as she had made no reply, 
" m get some theatre tickets," he said again, 
pointedly. 

She looked up indifferently. " Do you think it 
is worth it, Harvey? I can't sit through another 
musical comedy this year." 

" But it would do you good," said Harvey. 

" I'm getting quite worried about you; you've 

seemed completely out of spirits lately." His 

small face was puckered with genuine frightened 

concern as he looked at her. " Musical comedies 

are bright," he went on, importing just a hint of 

condescension into his tone; " there's some very 

clever work in them. I think they are rather good, 

some of them — some of those Gaiety things." 
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" Do you? " said Cynthia. 

She resumed her reading. Harvey thought he 
would return to the subject later — ^perhaps when 
she came to the end of a chapter. In the mean- 
time, to reassure her of the sheltering care that 
surroimded her, he took up the hand which lay on 
the arm of her chair, holding a publisher's book- 
mark, and touched it reverently with his lips. 
She withdrew it, but without emphasis. 

" You'll be better when youVe been away," he 
said, when he had contained his soul in peace as 
long as he was able. " London gets stewy at this 
time of year. The time is getting on. We ought 
to talk it over. We ought to make some 
plans.** 

Cynthia looked up from her book and inserted 
the marker. She perceived it was no use to 
attempt to read for the present. 

" Eric must have a change, of course," she said. 

"The sea-side? " 

" If you like. Personally I don't look upon the 
sea as the indispensable condition that some people 
do. But he must have a change." 

"There were some men at Halley Bush this 

afternoon talking about Brancaster. That is at 

the sea-side. But I'm afraid it wouldn't be very 

good for children." 
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" Is that the place where there is a golf-course 
and a dub-hotise and nothing else? " 

" Yes ; I said I didn't think it would be very 
good for children," said Harvey, hurriedly. 

" Obvioudy not." 

" It was Stillwell's idea," he proceeded quickly. 
** He has no one to think of but himself. He was 
very keen about it — ^too keen." He ruminated 
the point and then repeated, as a considered view: 
" He was too keen." 

" What was he too keen about ? " 
About Brancaster," said Harvey, vaguely. 
You mean you want to go away without us? 
I wish you would be straightforward, Harvey." 

" No, I don't," said he; "I don't want to go." 
And there was no doubt that he was declaring his 
feeling of the moment quite truthfully. ^^I 
would rather not." 

** I see," said Cynthia, with the faint satirical 
inflection that was always lost on him : " You feel 
you must." 

*' It puts me in an awkward position. They 
want a fourth for foursomes and bridge. Stillwell 
is too keen. It puts me in an awkward position." 

** I'm sorry for you, Harvey," said Cynthia. 

"The strain of divided duty is alwa}^ tr3dng. 

However, I can reUeve you. I shall not press my 
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daim. That disposes of the matter," she con- 
cluded, and took up her book again. 

" But, Cynthia dear, it's most awfully good of 
you, but I wouldn't go if I thought you would 
mind — ^if I thought you would think it imkind." 

She glanced up momentarily. " I don't mind in 
the least where you go, Harvey." 

He felt there was an indefinite something in the 
atmosphere, in her manner, which left the position 
vaguely unsatisfactory. But there seemed nothing 
more to be said. He was free to carry out his 
engagement with the Brancaster party, and she 
did not appear to feel aggrieved. 

" But there's you and Eric," he said after a 
pause. 

Yes," said C3nithia, abstractedly. 
We must arrange about that." After an 
interval of silence he repeated the remark : " We 
must arrange about that, Cynthia." 

She put a slim finger at her place on the page. 
" What are you saying, Harvey? What must we 
arrange about? " 

" About you and Eric. About where you are 
to go." 

"Oh, yes. I must think about it. I had an 

invitation to Scotland the other day. We might 

go there." 

F Si 
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He bristled like a terrier at the sight of an 
enemy. " You didn't tell me." 

"Didn't I? Probably I thought it was too 
manifestly out of the question. You were not 
asked." 

" I think I ought to have been. I didn't know 
you knew anyone in Scotland. I think I ought to 
have been asked." 

" It came from Bay. She is going to keep 
house for some cousins who have taken a house up 
there for the shooting season." 

Harvey got up and walked agitatedly about the 
room. " Rather strange sort of people ! " he said. 

He was annoyed with Stillwell for forcing the 
obnoxious Brancaster scheme down his throat; 
he was annoyed with these impertinent cousins of 
Bay; he was annoyed with Cynthia for taking 
their impertinence so lightly. 

At last he stopped in front of her chair. She 
had returned to her book. 

"Cynthia dear, of course that's out of the 
question? Of course you wouldn't dream of 
going? " 

She looked up; and for the first time her face 

broke into a smile. " I shall give it my serious 

consideration, Harvey." 

She spoke half facetiously ; but when she went 
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up to her room she unlocked a drawer, took out 
Bay's letter and re-read it. It was addressed from 
the house in Yorkshire where she was visiting. 
We will peep over Cynthia's shoulder after she 
has turned the second page : 

" Don't write at once and refuse. I know that 
is what you will be inclined to do, because at first 
it will seem impracticable. But the most seem- 
ingly impracticable things often become simple in 
the end. I have an utterly selfish and personal 
reason for wanting you partictdarly . The feminine 
element without you is too desperate to contem- 
plate — di boisterous prude and two irresponsible 
girls. But really I am glad to go. Perhaps some 
day I may tell you why. One reason is that I shall 
be so thankful to get away from here. I am 
enduring a horrible experience. A certain gentle- 
man in his dotage has chosen to consider me 
worthy of his regard. My da}^ are spent in 
avoiding him— or trying to: his methods are so 
hideously crude. So far I have succeeded in 
warding off a proposal, but it is obviously inevit- 
able. He is uninsuitable, and he talks such 
drivelling rubbish I could sometimes kill him with 
pleasiure. I ask you, in all sober earnestness, do I 

look, or act, like a * sweet little kinsy-winsy '? 

83 



Cynthia in the Wilderness 

That preposterous name, whatever it may mean, 
has been applied to your raging Bay. 

" When Frank Cheyne came to see me I told 
him I should ask you to Tannadice, and I painted 
you in glowing colours. You couldn't help Uking 
him— everybody does. So come, and look your 
loveliest and be your sweetest, to do me credit." 

Cynthia folded the letter and put it baick in its 
envelope. The next morning she had made up 
her mind. She sent a telegram to Bay : — 



a 



I am coming to Tannadice. — Cynthia. 
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CHAPTER VII 

One of the small steamers which travellers in 
Scotland owe to the enterprise of the late Mr 
David MacBrayne was forging its way steadily 
up the loch. Two long lines of black smoke 
streamed from its funnels, and it was followed by 
a flock of sea-gulls. The moors rose steeply on 
either hand, their purple sides interspersed with 
regular patches of brown, where the keepers had 
burned the heather. The engines throbbed 
rhythmically, the paddles monotonously beat the 
black water into foam, and the distant pier of 
Williamstown became each moment imperceptibly 
nearer. 

Among the crowd of passengers on the saloon 
deck Cynthia stood near the hand-rail with Eric 
by her side. From time to time she bent to re- 
adjust his Uttle reefer coat or to wrap the comforter 
more closely about his chest. She herself was 
enveloped in a long brown fur-edged coat, and 
her hat was tied on with a motor veil of old gold. 
It was mid-August, but a keen wind coming down 

the loch met them and drove summer-clad tourists 
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shivering into the saloons. At a little distance 
from Cynthia and Eric the nurse sat with her back 
to a skylight, faithfully grasping a toy schooner 
and surrounded by a miscellaneous assortment of 
hand-baggage. 

Eric was athirst for information upon a variety 
of matters. 

" When shall we get to WiUiamstown, mummy? " 
In about half an hour, I think." 
Will Auntie Bay be there? " 

" Yes, I expect so." 

** Anyone else? " 

" I don't know. Well, I suppose there will be 
a man to drive us." 

" Do we have to drive? " 

" Yes." 

" How far? " 

"About ten miles." 

" Hurrah! " He executed an expressive pas de 
seid. 

This small gentleman of five had left London 
the previous night at half-past eight. It was now 
eleven o'clock in the morning. 

" Is it a big house, mummy, where we're going 
to?" 

" I don't know, dear. I've never been there, 

you know. I don't think it is very big." 
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* Bigger 'an ours? 
' Oh, yes, much biggerJ 

* Bigger 'an the King's? 
' No, no, not nearly so big. It is what is called 

a shooting lodge." 

* What's that? " 

* A house where people stay to shoot." 

* What do they shoot." 

* Grouse." 

* What's grouse? " 
' Little birds." 

* Why do they shoot them for ? " 

* Why? Oh, because they like to. Don't ask 
so many questions, Eric." 

* Isn't it cruel to shoot little birds? " 

* Not these sorts of birds." 

* Why isn't it cruel, mmnmy? " 

* Well, because we eat them." 

* Doesn't it hurt so much when they're good to 
eat?" 

" Eric, if you ask so many foolish questions I 
shall send you back to nurse." 

That gave him temporary pause. But his 

interest in the wonderful new things he was seeing 

and was going to see could not be kept under by 

threats of nurse. 

" Will there be a pony for me to ride? " 
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; " Oh, I donH know.'* 

" Do you think there will, mummy? " 

" Perhaps. No, I don't think so," she amended 
hastily. "You chatter so much, Eric, I don't 
know what I'm saying." 

" Is all the people on the steamer going to 
Williamstown? " 

" Oh, no." 

" Where are they going? " 

" Lots of places. They may be touring." 

" What's touring? " 

" Travelling from place to place." 

" Are we touring? " 

" No." 

" Is that gentleman touring? " 

"Sh-h! Perhaps." 

"What is he reading?" 

" I don't know." 

" Why is he so fat, mimrniy? " 

Cynthia bent down to make some imnecessary 
re-arrangement of his jacket. She looked at 
him sternly. " Eric, if you say things of that 
kind mother will be very cross — very, very 
cross." 

He contritely undertook to avoid personal 

observations for the remainder of his life, and 

again lapsed into interested silence, until the 
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engines switched to half-speed, stopped and re- 
versed, as they drew up to Williamstown. 

"There's Auntie Bay I " he shouted. 

She stood on the pier trying to pick them out 
among the crowd on deck, and beside her a big 
man with a heavy moustache and a complexion 
bronzed under tropical suns. Bay's small figure 
looked ridiculously diminutive by his side. 

She got to the bottom of the gangway as Cynthia 
came down it, holding Eric's hand. 

" You darling! " she cried. " You have really 
come ! Are you a wreck? And is Eric 
dead? '' 

In the crowd she managed to draw her friend 
unobtrusively a httle aside. 

This is Laurence Cheyne," she whispered, 

not Frank. The chauffeur has sprained his 
wrist, so he has given up his day's shooting to 
drive us over. It is rather sweet of him, but don't 
teU him so— he is horribly conceited." 

Then she produced her cousin and made the 
formal introduction. 

Cheyne removed his motor-cap, revealing a 

close-cropped covering of dark hair slightly tinged 

with grey. He was a good-looking man, tall and 

massive, but without superfluous flesh. He 

smiled as he took Cynthia's hand — ^a smile of com- 
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prehensive kindliness which completely discounted 
the somewhat severe aspect of his strong features. 

" I shall be eternally ashamed," he said, " for 
bringing you so far for such wretched entertain- 
ment as we can give you up here." 

" Rubbish, Laurence! " cried Bay. " We have 
delightful times. I am the mistress of ceremonies, 
remember, and every word you utter in disparage- 
ment of Tannadice is a reflection on me and wiU 
have to be expiated." 

Before they had left the pier, Eric was trustingly 
holding the big man's hand. 

" I have a motor-car outside," said the latter, 
confidentially. 

" Am I going to ride in it? " 

" Yes." 

" And is mummy? " 

" Yes; that is why I brought it." 

The news was almost too much for Eric. He 
found his voice in a stage whisper. " I've often 
wanted to ride in a motor-car," he said, feeling 
that too great a show of enthusiasm would not be 
seemly before this stranger. 

" Well, then, you shall sit next to me and I'll 
show you the trick of it." 

Eric looked roimd sharpiy for his mother, to 

commimicate this stirring intelligence, but she 
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had already passed through the turnstile with Bay, 
His confidence oozed a little, however, at the sight 
of the great machine; and when Cheyne started 
the engine he clung to Cynthia's hand. He 
struggled hard to refrain from relinquishing the 
post of honour at the driver's left hand, but his 
courage had finally to be reinforced by the con- 
dition of his mother's presence on the other side 
of him. This relegated Bay to the seat behind, 
with the nurse. 

Eric watched his new friend's manipulation of 
the levers with absorbed interest; and after a 
time, when they had cleared the town and were 
running smoothly along the open road, his con- 
fidence returned to him. 

" Will there be a pony where we're going? " he 
said. " Mummy says she thinks perhaps there 
will." 

Cheyne turned his eyes for one moment from the 
road to give Cynthia a reassuring smile. It said 
plainly that he estimated correctly a child's ir- 
responsible chatter. It was a smile which bound 
them in a sort of camaraderie of imderstanding of 
Eric. Cynthia recognised it as such and she felt 
grateful to him. She hked this man. His face 
spelt force, it spelt decision, it spelt benevolence. 
While he bent over the wheel, staring steadily 
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ahead, there was something stem in his appearance, 
something merely strong. She thought of him 
doing the work of empire with gangs of half- 
savage labourers under his control, and it seemed 
to her he was well qualified for the task. When 
he turned and looked at her this impression was 
not dispelled, but another and very different one 
was added to it. His eyes were gentle and full of 
S5mapathy. They told her that he could not 
commit a cruel act and that he could not commit 
a mean one. 

He brought his face instantly back to the road 
and smiled as he answered Eric. 

" That's a matter that wiU have to be looked 
into, old chap," he said. " There's a big stable 
at Tannadice with nothing in it but an old cob 
that goes out to fetch the game. But I think I 
know where a pony can be hired. This afternoon, 
if you are not too sleepy and your mother can 
trust us not to get into mischief, you and I will go 
for a walk together and see if we can find it." 

They were rounding a bend of the road as he 
spoke. Suddenly Eric burst into a deUghted peal 
of laughter, Cheyne put on his brakes and 
stopped the car. A farmer's Ught cart, coming 
sedately in their direction, had turned com- 
pletely round at sight of them, and two women 
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had slipped from the back seat with marvellous 
celerity. Cheyne left his place and took the horse's 
bridle. Patting and talking to it, he led it past 
the car. He said a few words to the women, 
helped them up into th€ir seats, and came back. 

" You see, there is still a place in the world," 
he said to Cynthia, as he got in, " where horses are 
frightened of motor-cars." 

As he met her eyes he reaUsed for the first 
time, with somewhat of a shock of smprise, that 
he was carrying back to his shooting lodge a 
woman of remarkable beauty; one, too, whose 
beauty was remarkable because of the strong 
individuaUty which obviously underlay it. As 
often happened in the case of Cynthia, he had not 
particularly noticed her at the moment of meeting. 
Now she was flushed ; the excitement of speed had 
brought out some of her dormant fire. Moreover, 
she was happy ; the spirit of adventure, of freedom, 
had got hold of her. He had learnt that she was 
a wife with a husband who " did not coimt," and 
the fact had struck him at first, as it had struck 
Frank, with a little misgiving. But undoubtedly 
it endowed her with peculiar interest. And when, 
in addition, it was apparent that she was an un- 
deniably lovely woman, that interest was appreci- 
ably enhanced. 
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As they went on Cynthia became more and 
more absorbed in admiration of his skill as a driver. 
There was no hesitation, no uncertainty in his 
handling of the levers: he touched them with 
the instinctive, unerring confidence with which a 
master musician touches the keys of a piano. He 
appeared to know the machine as if it had sprung 
integrate from his brain — ^not vaguely and a 
httle fearfully, as an ordinary owner knows his car, 
but intimately, through and through, wheel by 
wheel and cog by cog. To him there was nothing 
wonderful, nothing dangerous about it: he could 
have made it, he could have pulled it into httle 
bits and put it together again with his own hands. 
It moved and answered to his touch hke a sentient 
being. Cynthia was seeing him, at the first meet- 
ing, in the environment which suited him best. 
Engineer to the marrow, he shone on a car as a 
sailor shines on his ship. 

" Would you like to go fast for a mile or two," 
he said to her, " or would you be nervous? " 

" No, I don't mind how fast we go," said 
Cynthia. She was leaning back confidently in her 
comer, her eyes happy, her veil fluttering. 
You are not a nervous person? " 
Oh, yes, sometimes very — sometimes atroci- 
ously," she repUed, with a laugh. 
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" To-day is an exception? " 

" Oh — ^well, I don't mind how fast we go," she 
repeated, after a shght hesitation. 

She could not tell him — ^it seemed scarcely 
delicate after so short an acquaintance — ^that he 
had inspired her with such confidence in his 
capacity and resource that, if he were driving, 
she could sit luxuriously in any car, at any speed. 

" What about this httle chap? " He spoke to 
Eric. 

" Aren't we going as fast as we can? " asked 
Eric, with wonder. 

" Not nearly.'' 

" I want to," he said eageriy. 

Cheyne spoke over his shoulder. " Do you mind 
if we make some speed. Bay? " 

Bay leaned forward. She could not hear. 

" Do you mind if we make some speed over the 
level stretch? " 

" Goat! " She sank back again. 

" Win the nurse mind? " 

He waited for a definite reply, while Cynthia put 
the question. 

The nurse was not timorous, so he opened 

the throttle and advanced his spark. The 

car was a powerful one, the road good and 

empty. The steady pant of the great machine 

changed to a resolute hum as it gathered 
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impetus, until they were swinging through air 
at a speed approaching fifty miles an hour. The 
exhilaration of pace swept into Cynthia's blood ; 
but she scarcely thought of herself; she was 
fascinated in watching Cheyne. There was no 
strain in his face, no excitement even, no change of 
any kind. Holding their hves in a twist of his 
hand, he was reposeful and confident as he had 
been before. 

The swift flight came to an end at a long rise, 
which they climbed steadily on the third speed. 
Gradually the character of the scenery changed as 
they went up. The trees and enclosed lands by 
the margin of the loch were left behind, and the 
wild, untenanted moor opened before them. 
The road became rough. They were crossing a 
marshy table-land of heather and coarse grass, 
boimded on either side by purple hills rising into 
the mists. Long-haired Highland cattle gazed 
without wonder at the strange product of man's 
inventive genius ; startled sheep, browsing by the 
roadside, jimiped the dykes at their approach; 
occasionally they heard distant gun-shots. 

They ran steadily over the ridge of moor and for 

the next two or three miles slowly and carefully 

descended. They had crossed a narrow peninsula, 

and Cynthia could now see another loch, far below, 
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at the end of a wooded valley. A rocky stream 
flowed along the base of the latter, and their 
road was visible at intervals running above and 
parallel with it, like a streak of white tape. 
Some craggy moimtain-tops on the far side of 
the loch filled in the picture. The whole party 
gradually dropped into silence, gazing with a sense 
of pleasant content at the view before them. 
Cheyne was occupied with his brakes, as they 
picked their way roimd the numerous sharp turns 
of the descent. 

For some time Cynthia had been able to make 
out the red roof of a house among the trees between 
the stream and the road, about half a mile inland 
from the loch. 

" Tannadice," said Cheyne, looking towards it : 
" the Palace of InformaUty. I hope you won't be 
very much shocked by our boorish manners." 

A few minutes later they turned in at the gate. 
Cheyne lifted out Eric and then gave his hand to 
Cynthia. 

" Please forget about the pony," she said to him. 

He smiled without replying. 

" Please — ^please. I shall be very imhappy if 
you don't." She spoke with quick earnestness. 

" The child would be disappointed. I promised 

him." 
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Suddenly she laughed. "Do you ever give 
way? ** 

"DonHIlooklikeit?" 

" No." Her dark eyes were lifted steadily to 
his. " I believe you usually get what you mean 
to get.' 
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CHAPTER VIII 

At lunch Cynthia met the remainmg ladies of the 
party. First Mrs Hibbert — a woman of flam- 
boyant type, good-looking, built in a generous 
mould, with great cow-like black eyes, with hardly 
perceptible whites, almost absurdly soft. She 
was well-meaning, but was imfortunate in pos- 
sessing a style at variance with her nature. She 
was neither a maUcious nor an insistent prude. 
Rigour and conventionaUty were innate in her 
and inalienable, but her manner was spirited, 
even boisterous. It was an irritating combination 
which, in spite of her obvious strenuous efforts to 
be otherwise, made her unpopular, except with 
her intimate friends, who knew both her good 
intentions and her inherent limitations and were 
careful to keep off her corns. 

She struggled heroically to be the hf e and soul 
of the party at Tannadice, but, rather pathetically, 
succeeded in becoming something appreciably 
resembling a wet blanket. One after another 
hosts and guests fell into the traps she undesignedly 
laid for them. Everyone respected her prejudices 

— even Bay, in spite of her bellicose utterances to 
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Frank Cheyne — ^but there was a suspicion of a 
disposition to avoid her. 

She was seated opposite Cynthia at lunch and 
immediately set about to make the latter feel at 
home. 

" We have such glorious Bohemian times here, 
Mrs Elwes," she said, with an animated smile. 
" I am sure you will enjoy it. It is all such 
innocent fun." 

She uttered the last phrase in a pecuhar tone 
of her own. It was one that was frequently on 
her tongue : a fact which was made quite apparent 
to Cynthia by an accidental gUmpse of Bay, who 
was choking a ferocious interjection with an 
especially large mouthful of chicken. 

" Oh, I am prepared to be very foohsh," said 
Cynthia. " I think it is dehghtful here." 

" And you have a dear Uttle boy. He will be 
a great acquisition." 

" I hope you will think so," said Cynthia, 
"after you have heard him make himself 
thoroughly objectionable." 

" Children are always high-spirited," said Mrs 
Hibbert, brightly. " We should be very sorry to 
have them anything else. He must be a great 
comfort to you," she added, sUghtly subduing the 
smile. 
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She assumed Cynthia to be a widow. She 
assumed every matron to be a widow who was 
miable immediately to produce a husband. 

" Oh, my husband is decidedly aUve," said the 
latter, frankly. 

Mrs Hibbert drew partly into her shell. But 
there was still a simple explanation. 

" He is coming later? He couldn't leave 
London so early? " she said, still smihng. 

" Good gracious, no! " said Cynthia, jocularly. 
" I shouldn't be so happy if that were in pro- 
spect." 

" You've put your foot into it! " exclaimed a 
spirited voice at her elbow, in a solemn whisper. 

Mrs Hibbert collapsed into pitiable silence. 
She would have hked, for the sake of harmony, 
to have gone on talking; but it was impossible. 
She didn't wish to point her prejudices; the stony 
pause was as uncomfortable for her as for the rest. 
Simply she could not help it. She was stricken 
dimib by such callous disrespect of connubial ties. 
Her intention had been excellent throughout ; but 
Cynthia unwittingly had trodden on her toes — 
trodden on them heavily. 

The latter looked across at Bay rather helplessly, 
but before she could intervene Cheyne came to 
Cynthia's relief. 
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"Wives must have a rest from husbands 
sometimes," he said lightly, "and sometimes 
husbands from wives." 

" That's awful rot, Mr Cheyne." 

This indignant observation came from one of 
the twins, the same who had just exclaimed into 
Cynthia's ear. These two young ladies were 
ardent votaries of the modem " open-air " school. 
They wore short frocks, spoke of things being 
" ripping," and told you to " buck up." (They 
were particularly fond of adjuring Frank Cheyne 
to " buck up " — ^for his gentle habits were un- 
congenial to their souls — ^but they never succeeded 
in inducing him to " buck " one moment before he 
privately intended.) They went out with the guns 
and bathed from boats, played bridge atrociously 
and knew all the dogs by name. They took the 
nearest arm familiarly in the grounds, made 
" apple-pie " beds for the men, and put sugar in 
the salt. Everyone knew them as " Patty " and 
" Peggy " respectively — Cynthia hardly heard 
their surname — and they were proof against even 
Bay's caustic ridicule. They were tolerably 
good-looking, and were voted by acclaim — ^what 
they imdoubtedly were — decided assets at a 
shooting-party. 

" You can't possibly know," continued the one 
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who had spoken, contemptuously. " You are a 
bachelor.' 

" Does that amount to a proposal of marriage? '* 
said Cheyne, anxiously. 

Patty and Peggy threw their bread at him 
simultaneously, and thereby appeared to considei 
honour satisfied. 

" School-children! " said Bay, pungently. " Go 
and pick up your bread and stand in the comer 
and write on your slates 'We don't know any 
better.' " ^ 

The one who was sitting next her made a dart 
at her and kissed her impetuously — apology sincere 
and sudden. They rose at the conclusion of limch 
with flags flying and chased Cheyne into the 
garden. It was something to have a man available 
during the day. They caught him on the lawn, 
as he was lighting a cigar, and clung to each of his 
arms. Mrs Hibbert, who, though still subdued in 
spirit and perturbed on Cynthia's account, had had 
time to recover her superficial ebullition, followed 
them breezily. 

Bay took Cynthia across the hall into the room 

which was called the drawing-room. Tannadice 

Lodge was discovered to be a spacious, somewhat 

ramshackle, Ughtly and cheaply furnished, but, 

withal, comfortable place of sojourn. There were 
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rooms called variously the "gun-room," the 
"dining-room," the "drawing-room," the 
" smoke-room," but there was nothing particularly 
to distinguish one from the other. Smoking was 
permitted everywhere and at all times. The 
furniture in each room was of the same type — 
plain, slightly dilapidated, often broken and 
amateurly repaired with wrappings of string. 
Indeed, not only in material things, but in the 
pervading atmosphere, the dominant note was 
what might be called comfortable Bohemianism. 
C3mthia had not been in the house many hours 
before she discovered that there was a tacit 
understanding among everybody that at Tanna- 
dice formaUty was to be dispensed with. 

She speedily imbibed the spirit of it and found 
it deUghtful. To sit on the window-sill in the 
" drawing-room " at six o'clock in the afternoon, 
talking to a man in muddy boots with a pipe in 
his mouth, while four other members of the party 
played rather noisy bridge in the centre of the 
room, and a fifth hammered out a music-haU air 
on the pianola, was an unusual experience to her, 
but she learnt to enjoy it as she had never enjoyed 
anything before. 

This afternoon, having reached the room in 

question with Bay, she stood for a time at the 
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window looking out. The twins had guided 
Chesme to a garden-seat and were happily ensconced 
on ei&er side of him. Mrs Hibbert sat in a 
wicker chair near them. Occasionally her ringing 
laugh — B, laugh of pure enjoyment, provoked by 
the passages-at-arms between the occupants of 
the seat— came through the open window. 

While C3mthia was watching them, Eric ap- 
peared on the lawn with his nurse. He did not 
approach the group, but from time to time he cast 
a wistful glance in Cheyne's direction, and he took 
care to keep continuously within his range of vision. 

Presently Cheyne noticed him and remembered 

his promise. He disentangled himself from the 

twins and came across the lawn to Eric, Peggy 

and Patty quickly followed, and an animated 

discussion ensued. They appeared to be proposing 

to attach themselves to the expedition, a suggestion 

which obviously failed to meet with Eric's entire 

approval. No doubt he foresaw, with the wisdom 

gained of experience, that, with two grown-up 

yoimg ladies accompan3dng them, subjects in 

which he was not specially interested would 

provide the staple topics of conversation. The 

original promise had contained no such condition. 

He was to go a walk in search of a pony with his 

big new friend, and with him alone. 
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" Oh, no," said Che3me, at length putting an end 
to the discussion, " this is a very private business." 

Thereupon he took the child's hand and marched 
him off, Eric talking volubly. 

Peggy and Patty stood and watched them 
disappear into the shrubbery leading to the gate. 
For a moment they seemed inclined to resent this 
small person's calm appropriation of the only man. 
Then they changed their minds and charged with 
mock ferocity upon Mrs Hibbert, who was laughing 
delightedly. 

Cynthia turned from the window. She was 
brimming with spirits. Already the moor air 
had got into her veins. The heaviness of London, 
and of what London meant to her, was Ufted from 
her soul. 

" I'm glad I came," she said fervently to Bay. 
" I like all these people. I hke your cousin. I 
like the twins." She took a breath. " I like Mrs 
Hibbert." 
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CHAPTER IX 

Cheyne closed the door behind the ladies and 
pushed the decanters towards Nugent. Nugent 
allowed such interval to elapse as would exclude 
any appearance of haste, and then refilled his port 
glass and passed the wine to Frank. Frank 
refilled his glass without any interval at all and 
deposited the decanter at Hibbert's elbow. 
Hibbert chanced to notice it in the course of a 
few moments, lifted it lightly in a neatly-shaped 
hand and returned it to Cheyne. He was a thin 
man, with cheeks somewhat sunken and a mous- 
tache somewhat grizzled, sUghtly finicky in 
appearance and in manner. The thin cords of a 
pair of pince-nez lay across his shirt front. 
You are very temperate," said Che3me. 
I find it answers," said Mr Hibbert, avoiding 
smugness by a casual tone: " to be temperate not 
only in the matter of alcohol, but in all matters." 
He enimciated his words clearly. 

" Quite right," said Cheyne, handing him the 

cigarettes. (" Try one of the Egyptians.) If you 
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want a complete code of ethics, you can have it in 
two words: Be temperate." 

Hibbert puffed quickly at his cigarette and blew 
out the match he had Ughted, evidently fearful 
lest someone should intervene before he could 
reply. 

Oh, you are canying me too far," he said. 

I didn't intend to say that. In some matters 
there are conditions precedent which must be 
observed before even temperate concessions to 
the flesh can become right. There is the case of 
marriage, of course." 

" Why ' of coiuse '? " said Cheyne. He passed 
the cigarettes to Nugent. "Come, Hibbert, be 
honest. You can say, if you Uke, that it is 
convenient for social organisation to set up these 
bars on spontaneous action, but you are not 
entitled to drag in morality." 

Mr Hibbert fingered his pince-nez. " You 
cannot be suggesting that marriage is merely a 
social convenience? " 

" Surely I am," said Cheyne. " A method of 
making the fathers responsible — ^a good one too. 
There are as many sins within marriage as there 
are moral deeds without." 

" I don't quite follow you." Hibbert had 

flush^ a little. 
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" Take the case of a girl who is forced to marry 
an elderly man she detests. Is that a sin? '' 

" Perhaps." 

"Or of an ordinary married couple who take 
advantage of their position to excess. Is that a 
sin?" 

Perhaps," said Mr Hibbert again. 
On the other hand, take two lovers — ^real 
lovers — ^who cannot marry. Is that a sin ? " 

" Yes," said Mr Hibbert. The pince-nez left 
his hand and rattled down his shirt-front. 
Is that a sin, Nugent? " 
Don't ask w^," said Nugent, stretching for a 
salted almond. 

He was a dark, shaven yoimg man with a large 
nose and rather pathetic brown eyes with a 
perpetual tear in them. He made a cult of shoot- 
ing and was merely tolerant of conversation upon 
any other subject. The present discussion ap- 
peared to him especially otiose. He wanted to 
explain how he had come to miss with his second 
barrel that afternoon when two birds had risen 
at his feet. 

" Is that a sin, Frank? " 

" It would be a dangerous doctrine to admit," 
said Frank. 

Cheyne laughed. " It's a stiff-backed genera- 
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tion. I can't make one of you agree with me. If 
you could get outside the world and see its institu- 
tions without prejudice for ten minutes, you would 
be amazed that such a question could need to be 
asked.'* 

" Of course, one can more or less follow those 
ideas in theory," said Frank, " but in practice they 
would lead to chaos." 

"That brings us back to the original point," 
said Cheyne. " Marriage is a practical social 
convenience and nothing more. I simply contend 
that it is not an indispensable condition of 
morality." He broke his cigarette ash and leaned 
forward on the table, looking roimd with that 
gracious, kindly glance which disposed many 
people to accept whatever proposition he chose to 
advance. " Well, I will throw in -two more words, 
and then I am prepared to put up my code against 
all your intricate doctrinal niceties, as a guide 
to the whole duty of man. It is very simple: 
Be temperate : consider others." 

" It is too simple," said Hibbert. " I cannot 
subscribe to it." 

" So we must agree to differ as usual, Hibbert," 

said Che3me, smiling. " But I don't despair of 

you. You get more human every time I come 

home. Another three years in Brazil and I shall 
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find you quite out of the rut. . . . Nugent, my 
dear fellow, why didn't you call out? " He 
passed him the decanter. 

None of the men would have been much sur- 
prised if his chair had suddenly given way beneath 
him; but the port was Croft's '63 and the cigar- 
ettes were Nestor's Sultanas : facts which Nugent, 
for one, needed no one to tell him. 

Ten minutes later the four of them filed into the 
drawing-room. 

"Now, who are going to play bridge," said 
Che3nie, "and who are going to play musical 
chairs? " 

Cynthia looked up with a curious interrogative 
glance and caught his eye. 

" Musical chairs, Mrs Elwes," he said, without 
laughing. 

" Oh, it's ripping fun, Mrs Elwes," cried Patty. 

Cheyne went up to her. "We behave very 
childishly," he said in a lower tone. " Don't 
humour us if you are not in the vein." 

" I want to play musical chairs," said Cynthia. 

He smiled. " Positively the only thing in the 
world you really want? " 

She coloured very slightly. (Some freakish 

sprite had flung into her mind certain phrases she 

had voiced not long ago : " I want arms that can 
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grip. I want to be held till there is no breath in 
me.") " Just at this moment," she said, smiling. 
Then, without a pause : " You took Eric out this 
afternoon and brought back the pony. I am 
horribly ashamed." 

Whether her evening gown or some other cause 
were responsible, she had fallen upon one of those 
times when her loveliness was patent and indis- 
putable. During the men's absence the twins had 
frankly examined her and frankly expressed their 
enthusiastic admiration. Cheyne did not examine 
her, but he was conscious of the effect. 

" / am ashamed," he said, " for disobeying your 
wishes." 

He left her a Uttle abruptly and opened a cup- 
board in a comer of the room. From this he 
extracted a fat box of chocolates, which he laid on 
a table. 

" The prize," he announced. " Patty and 
Pe^y are to be handicapped by being blindfolded, 
because they cheat." 

They rushed upon him simultaneously; and 
after a spirited controversy he succumbed and 
agreed to accept their entries unpenaUsed. In the 
meantime Frank and Mrs Hibbert arranged a row 
of chairs down the middle of the room, under the 
direction of Bay, who expressed her opinion of the 
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intelligence they displayed in forcible terms. 
Hibbert and Nugent talked on important subjects 
in a comer. 

Cheyne's voice invaded their superior peace. 
" You will be allowed to stand out as usual, 
Hibbert, on condition that you play the pianola. 
Come along, Nugent." 

Nugent joined the circle waiting round the 
chairs with a smile of good-humoured toleration 
which relegated the rest to the level of the nursery. 

After a pause, Hibbert walked with an abstracted 
air to the pianola, tapping his shirt-front with his 
pince-nez. His private view of this sort of thing 
was not to be expressed in words. 

He picked up the first roll of music that came to 

his hand, snapped it into the sockets of the 

instrument and started to pedal steadily, ignoring 

the time and tone stops. Inmiediately the human 

circle took motion, ambulating warily round the 

line of chairs, silently at first, presently to the 

accompaniment of staccato laughter from Mrs 

Hibbert and agonised cries from one or other of 

the sisters ("Oh, Mr Hibbert, stop! do stop! ") 

punctuated by the bass tones of the Cheynes, 

sternly enjoining someone — usually a twin — to 

" keep moving." 

The music stopped and they scrambled to seats. 
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Patty, to the incredulity of the others and her own 
deep mortification, was found to be seatless. A 
chair was quickly abstracted; the pianola started 
again; and again they were moving round. 
C5nithia, bending forward, holding up her silken 
skirts, wary as any ot them, watched the absurd 
procession with happy laughter in her heart. 
It was such a vivid change for her. A night or two 
ago she had been sitting in the dull bUght of 
Harvey's imrelieved society, hearing with weary 
ears his pompously empty patter. Now — ^this ! 
She followed Bay, Bay followed Frank, Frank 
followed Mrs Hibbert, Mrs Hibbert followed 
Che3me, Che5nie followed Peggy, Peggy followed 
Nugent, Nugent followed her— creeping Uke cats 
up and down the sides, darting across the ends, 
laughing, exclaiming, protesting, a ridiculously 
revolving line of invigorating pueriUty. 

The music stopped again. Scrambling to a seat 
which a second before had been empty, she found 
herself on Nugent's knee. She sprang up with a 
little cry of apologetic confusion, and he instantly 
offered her the chair. But this was against the 
unwritten law of the house. 

" Nugent," called Cheyne, sternly, " obey the 

rules. Mrs Elwes is out." 

Cynthia retreated disappointed. For a fraction 
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of a second her eyes shot an indignant reproach at 
the autocrat. But the surveyor of continents was 
akeady moving again. 

"Hurry up, Peggy! Don't hang at the 
comers." 

Frank followed Cynthia into exile. Then came 
Nugent, then Peggy. Laurence Cheyne, Bay and 
Mrs Hibbert disputed the last two chairs. After a 
scramble the latter retired defeated. 

"A double dose this time, Hibbert," shouted 
Che3me. " This is the last lap." 

He turned the chair with his wrist, as he and 
Bay revolved round it, so as to keep the seat 
continuously on his own side. 

" Brute! Fiend! Cur! " she flung at him with 
vigorous ferocity; and then sat down, panting, 
on the chair, which had mysteriously come round 
in her direction just as the music ceased. 

She looked up over the back, which Che3me still 
held. For one moment an unaccustomed intensity 
deepened her eyes. " You are absolved. Give 
me the chocolates." 

"The question before the conMuittee," said 

Frank, getting in his word before his brother could 

suggest further imbecilities, "is the question of 

bridge." 

Forthwith several of the party proceeded to 
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make excuse. Cynthia was genuinely beginning 
to feel tired after her journey. The twins hated 
bridge and other people hated playing with them. 
Nugent wanted to talk to the keeper about one of 
his guns. He thought it pitched too high on his 
shoulder. That failure at a simple right and left 
bothered him. 

"It was a most extraordinary thing, Mrs 
Elwes," he said, in the tone of sUght amusement 
which such an exceptional occmrence could 
only provoke: "two birds got up just at my 
feet. . . ." C3nithia gave him ready attention. 
She liked his pathetic eyes. At last he had got a 
listener to his explanation. 

When the bridge-table had been got out it was 
discovered that there were five available players. 
The Hibberts and Bay were three. Only a second 
man was needed. One of the hosts must stand out. 

" Remember your promise," said Bay to Frank. 
She looked at C5nithia. Nugent had already gone 
to the gun-room, and she was sitting alone. 

Frank also looked at her. She was charming 
and, for the moment, a little pensive. But he 
was very fond of bridge. 

" AU right, Bay," he said. 

" Well, you needn't," said Bay, relenting. " I 

don't think Laurence wants to play." 
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" No, I don't want to play," said Laurence. 

He spoke indifferently. He played when he 
was wanted, but he was not an enthusiast and 
usually he was glad to escape. 

He went to sit by Cynthia. 

" You are not fond of bridge? " he said to 
her. 

"Yes, very, sometimes; but I play very 
badly." 

" Of course you cheat? " 

** What do you n[iean? " 

"All women cheat at bridge," he said com- 
posedly. 

She laid her head on the cushions of her chair. 
" Will you please substantiate that statement and 
apologise." 

" Do you never frown at your cards for a minute 
or two and then say, ' Yes, I must — I must leave 
it'?" 

" Oh, of course, if one has a doubtful hand it is 
sometimes difficult to know what to do." 
That is cheating," said Cheyne, calmly. 
Then you are deUberately suggesting that 
women have a lower sense of honour than men 
have? " 

" It is an acknowledged fact." 

She turned on him with bright eyes. "Sup- 
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posing you heard privately that a company you 
were interested in was likely to pay a less dividend, 
what would you do? " 

^^ If the information came from a reliable source, 
probably sell out," said Cheyne. 

^^ That is a phrase that has a delightfully self- 
contained sound; but I suppose it implies that 
someone would have to buy? 

Yes. I should be sorry for himJ 
If it happened to be a woman? 



»9 

" Yes. I should be sorry for him." 

" If it happened to be a wc ^ " 

" I should be sorrier still." 

" Would you make up her loss? " 



** Oh dear, no. It would be a business trans- 
action." 

" But she wouldn't have your sources of know- 
ledge, so it would be the same thing as putting 
your hand in her pocket and taking her money." 

"Not at aU," said Cheyne: "I couldn't put 
a hand in her pocket because I shouldn't know 
where to find it." 

" That is a stupid quibble and a very trite one. 
It means you have no answer." She smiled 
triumphantly, " Now, will you please apologise 
for saying I am dishonourable for hesitating about 
a declaration at bridge when you are prepared to 
rob me of hundreds of pounds." 

" We have not been talking of you," 
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" It might be me.'' 
" It couldn't." 



She looked at him guardedly. " Why not? " 

"Because you are too intelligent to make a 
sifly bargain." 

She smiled and dropped her eyes, flushing a very 
httle. "Still, I think I must insist on the 
apology." 

" You have it without reserve." 

"Thank you. And now, if you don't mind, 
I should like to go to bed." 

" But why so early? " There was a note of real 
disappointment. 

" I am tired." 

" Of course you are." 

She got up and smiled a friendly good-night to 
the bridge-players. 

Cheyne took her into the hall and hghted her 
candle. As she received it from him she gave him 
her other hand. He noticed that it was cool and 
soft. 

" Good-night," she said. " It is lovely to be 
here." 

His hand lingered a moment on hers. " It is 
very deUghtful to have you." 

" I must be careful," he said to his shaving-glass, 
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two hours later. He had said it before in the 
course of his life. 

He tugged off his tie and threw it in the basket. 
" I must be very careful, or this woman will make 
a mess of me." 
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CHAPTER X 

Lunch was over; the half-hour's idle, pleasant 
conversation which succeeded it was over. One or 
two of the men had risen from the heather and were 
filling their pockets with fresh suppUes of cart- 
ridges. The three ladies (the twins were not there, 
having been bidden to a lawn-tennis function) had 
intimated that they intended to remain at the 
scene of the feast as long as they chose, and Bay 
had already produced a novel. 

I don't know how it would feel," said Cynthia, 

to go to a theatre and come out just as the curtain 
was going up, but I imagine it would be something 
as I feel at present." 

" Would you Uke to go on with us, Mrs Elwes? " 
said Frank, lazily. (He was not one of those who 
had risen.) 

The head keeper approached unobtrusively. 
He had overheard the last remark. 

" If Mistress Elwes would Uke to come with us," 
he said, " I will carry her over the bums." 

He was a bronzed and bearded Scot, and one of 
the kindest and gentlest of men ever bom. 
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** Where are we going this afternoon, Donald? " 
said Laurence. 

" I thought, if Mr Che5^e is agreeable *' — 
Donald punctiliously avoided the impertinence of 
personal pronouns when addressing his social 
superiors — " we would finish the Liskate beat and 
then go over the comer of Glen Lorrie that we 
missed on Monday." 

" The end of the Liskate beat brings us down to 
the road, doesn't it? " 

" Yes," said Donald. 

" Whereabouts? " 

"Close to the place we call Blake's Comer. 
There's a white farmhouse there. Perhaps Mr 
Cheyne will remember it." 

He was always respectful but never obse- 
quious. 

" You can come if you like," said Laurence to 
Cynthia, " but the heather gets very high in places 
and we walk pretty fast." 

"There won't be any cause to hurry this 
afternoon," said Donald. He had found a par- 
ticodarly tender place in his heart for Cynthia. 
" We shall have more time than we need." 

" I shall come as your guest, Donald," said 

Cynthia. " I am sure you are the only one who 

wants me." 
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" Mistress Elwes will be quite safe," said Donald, 
unemotionally. 

Chejnae spoke to the man who had come with 
the game-cart : " Tell Bannerman to bring the 
car to Blake's Comer at — ^well — ^four o'clock. If 
he doesn't know the way, come with him." 

Bay looked up from her novel. She had been 
turning the pages savagely in the last few minutes. 
" Laurence, I hate you. Donald, I abhor you." 

" If Mistress Montressor — " began Donald, very 
much upset. 

" What's the matter, Bay? " said Laurence. 

" If there is one thing I particularly enjoy," she 
rephed caustically, "it is to be ostentatiously 
omitted from an invitation." 

"Come by all means," he said, "all three of 
you, but I am afraid you will find it a terrible 
drag." 

" I don't think my wife would care about it," 
opined Mr Hibbert, a Uttle nervously. 

" Oh dear, no, I'm much too lazy," cried that 
lady, gaily. " I can't move from here for at least 
an hour." 

" I won't come," said Bay, " if you beg me on 
your knees." 

Nugent breathed a sigh of ineffable reUef . He 

had found this conversation decidedly trying. 
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The presence of one lady was sufficiently irregular 
and to be deprecated — ^but three I Personally, he 
thought that the introduction of the female ele- 
ment even at lunch was a mistake. It involved 
discursive chatter on irrelevant subjects and it 
wasted valuable time. A man couldn't shoot 
when his mind had been distracted by frivolous 
banalities. 

" Time passes, Cheyne," he ventured to say. 

Laurence had gone over to his cousin and 
dropped one knee on the heather beside her. 

" You are not seriously annoyed. Bay? " he said. 
" I had no idea you would care to walk with us." 

" No, I am not annoyed," she said, meeting his 
eyes. Her tone was suddenly subdued. " I am 
not annoyed, Laurence. Haven't you learnt to 
know me y^?" He was looking at her with 
friendly soUcitude. She dropped her eyes quickly 
to her book. " I've got a scrumptious novel." 

He turned away vaguely uneasy. Bay always 
had puzzled him, and the longer he hved the 
further he felt himself to get from understanding 
her. 

The guns lined out. 

" Keep dose to me," said Laurence to Cynthia. 

" Oh, no; I am Donald's guest." 

" Keep close to me," he repeated. 
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" But will you carry me over the bums? " 

" I make no rash promises." 

" I'm not heavy." 

She threw a note of plaintive appeal into the 
statement, which brought a smile to his face. He 
deUberately measured her slender form. It 
appeared less substantial than it actually was, by 
contrast with his powerful physique. 

" I'll tell you later on if I agree with you," he 
said. 

When they had climbed half way up the first 
hill, Cynthia turned and waved a handkerchief 
to Bay. Mrs Hibbert waved back vigorously at 
once. After the lapse of a few seconds Bay waved 
also. 

For a time Cynthia kept scrupulously a yard or 
two behind Laurence, fearing to be in his way. 

" Why don't you walk beside me? " he said. 
" If I am to undertake this herculean task of carry- 
ing you across the bums, you must provide a 
quid pro quo, I expect to be amused." 

" I'm afraid of making you miss," she said, 
coming up nevertheless. 

" What if you did? You would have saved a 

little bird's Ufe, and we should have one less grouse 

to eat. Imagine the joy of a possible dinner 

without grouse. Watch the dogs," he added: 
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" there will be no excitement until you see one of 
them stand." 

He walked leisurely, canying his gun over his 
shoulder, barrel pointing upward. Nugent, on 
the extreme right of the line, stalked forward with 
long, stealthy strides, holding his gun keenly in 
both hands, ready to raise in an instant to his 
shoulder. He was a painstaking shot and by 
assiduous care had attained some proficiency. 
Cheyne shot by instinct, and the bird that escaped 
him was lucky. 

" I am surprised that there are any grouse to 
eat at all," said Cynthia : " you give so many away. 
I daren't think of the number of labels I have 
addressed. It makes me blush." 

" If it has that effect," said Laurence, " I wish 
you would go on addressing labels all day." 

" That is not at all a tactful remark." 

" Why not? " 

" It means you think I am too pale." C3nithia 
was keenly conscious of her slight anaemic tend- 
ency. 

" It means nothing of the kind. Colour is not 

a beauty in itself; it depends for its effect upon 

appropriate conditions; and in any case it is 

superficial and often ephemeral. A builder's plot 

in the suburbs is hideous at aU times, and a sunset 
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doesn't improve it. The loch below there is 
beautiful at this moment, but when the sun goes 
down — " 

Ping — ^ping. A brood had got up rather wildly 
between Nugent and Frank. The latter ac- 
counted for two of them; Nugent shot once and 
killed his bird. A straggler came within range 
of Laurence. He broke his sentence to fire; 
Cynthia was a shade dose to his elbow: the bird 
continued its flight. 

" That confounded woman! " Nugent was a 
hundred yards off, so the remark fortunately 
reached no ears but his own. 

"If Mistress Elwes will stand a little further 
away," called Donald, who was anxious for his 
bag. 

" Better luck next time," said Laurence, eject- 
ing the spent cartridge. "Would you like to 
have a shot? " 

Not so very long before he had stood in a forest 
clearing with thsee panthers on three sides of him. 
On that occasion to have missed would quite 
possibly have cost him his life. But he had not 
missed. 

Cynthia took Donald's advice, but she still kept 
abreast of Laurence. A few minutes later he 
pointed out a dog to her — ^its head down, its tail 
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motionless, one foreleg raised. She held her 
breath and waited. A compact brood rose in 
front of the dog. Laurence picked his birds skil- 
fully and killed with both barrels. 

Do you suppose I enjoy doing this? *' he said. 
Pulling a Uttle piece of gim-metal? " 

" Slaughtering these harmless birds? " 

" You appear to." 

" Do you like seeing things killed for the pleasure 
of killing them? " 

" Not very much." 

" Then why did you come? " 

" Because I like walking over high heather and 
up big hills and squashing through morasses. 
Have you any other questions to ask me? " 

From which it may be gathered that, during 
her week's sojourn at Tannadice, Cynthia had 
become acclimatised. 

For the next half-hour birds rose more frequently. 

Laurence was kept occupied, and C5nithia plodded 

along beside him, or a Uttle behind him, in silence. 

It was harder work than she had expected. 

Che3me ranged wide of his beat to find her breaks 

in the heather or sheep-tracks leading through it. 

But there were unavoidable wide, deep expanses 

of it, reaching to her knees, which had to be waded 

through, the hills were very toilsome and long, 
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the men walked fast, and there was no respite. 
In spite of her utmost effort, she and Laurence 
always seemed to be a Uttle behind the line. Then 
they came to a bum and he lifted her over it. As 
he set her down, he looked at her face. 

" I am afraid you are tired," he said. " Would 
you like to rest? '* 

Oh, no," she rephed, with cheerful mendacity. 

I'm only a httle out of breath. There are so 
many hills." 

Even this small halt had dropped them further 
behind. She eyed Nugent's persistently-advanc- 
ing figure with secret despair. While she was 
watching him, he looked roimd and stopped ; and 
then the two other men and the keepers looked 
round also and stopped. 

" They have stopped," she said, agitatedly; 
" they are waiting for you. Please go on." 

" Pooh ! " said Laurence. He laid down his gun 
and helped her up the steep bank of the stream. 

" Donald," he called out, " tell them not to go 
so fast." 

The pace was moderated. Thenceforward 
they were able to keep in line without so much 
difficulty, and Cynthia lost that sense of trailing 
behind which had been the worst of her previous 
discomforts and the most fatiguing. Nevertheless, 
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she breathed a sigh of inward satisfaction when, oa 
reaching the brow of a hill, she again saw the 
loch below, and a road curling beside it, with 
the motor car upon it. 

It was an easy, gradual descent. The heather 
gave place to short grass with angles of rock pro- 
truding through it. Near the bottom they were 
faced by a stone wall with a gate in it, which 
latter opened upon a rough track leading through 
some farm buildings to the road. Here the whole 
party came to a halt. The men dropped down on 
the grass and the dogs were temporarily leashed. 

" Please don't trouble to come," said Cynthia. 
Cheyne had opened the gate. *' I can see the car. 
I can easily find my way to it." 

" I shall go home with you," said Laiuence. 
" I've murdered enough grouse to-day, and the 
comer they are going to work hasn't sport for 
more than three guns." 

Donald came quietly to her elbow. " If 
Mistress Elwes would care for a sprig of white 
heather?" 

" I should,'' said C3mthia. 

" I can't understand where he finds it," said 
Laurence. " I never see any." 

" Mr Cheyne would see plenty if he would look 

in the hollows," said the keeper, tranquilly. 
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"Thank you, Donald,*' said C3nithia, sticking 
the heather in her blouse. " You treat me much 
too well. If you persist in being so thoughtful 
you will never be able to drive me away from 
Tannadice." 

" But Mistress Elwes will come next year? " 
I hope so," said Che3me. 
You have made him give me an invitation,' 
said Cynthia, laughing. " I shall take care not 
to let him have an opportimity to escape from it." 
She turned through the gate. " Good-bye, 
Donald. You mustn't keep Mr Nugent waiting 
any longer. He is getting very angry with 
me." 

Donald laughed — 3. peculiar dry, short, good- 
natured laugh — and strode away. 

" I believe there is nothing that man doesn't 
think of or can't do," said Laurence, as they 
walked down to the car. " This afternoon he had 
the shoot to manage as usual. I didn't notice 
that he ever took his attention from one or other 
of us, or from the dogs or the other keeper. Yet 
all the time he was looking for some white heather 
for you, and he found it.'* 

" I am very fond of Donald," said Cynthia. 

" I almost love him." 

" Well, I think the tender passion is reciprocated. 
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He didn't mean you to stay behind this afternoon. 
Unfortimately he is married." 

" So am I." 

" So you are! " He drew a slow breath. " Do 
you know, I had abnost forgotten it." 

They had reached the car. Laurence allowed 
the chauffeur to drive and got in beside C3nithia 
at the back. 

" It is easy to forget," she said, " up here — on 
the moors." 

"Why do you say that? " He gazed deeply 
at her, sitting half roimd in his comer. " You 
speak as if you wished to forget." 

A faint flush slowly coloured her cheek. 

" I suppose it is natural," she said, " that the 
world in general should assume that all marriages 
which don't lead to bruises or the police-court are 
quite satisfactory, qiiite perfect." 

"We assume what we wish, what we hope," 
said Laurence. " It is an institution we have set 
up; we want to think the best of it. If our 
edifice is not quite soimd, if there are cracks in it, 
even if the foimdations are faulty, we would 
rather not be told. We resent it." 

" That is cowardly." 

" I am talking — as you were— of the world in 

general." 
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Yes, I know. Aren't we going very fast? " 
Not more than thirty. Didn't you say you 
were not nervous? " 

" I said I was very nervous sometimes." 
" You were not nervous the other day? " 
" No." 

Laurence was not self-complacent, but he did 
notpretend to miss the inference. 
" Would you like me to drive? " 
" And leave me here in solitary state! I would 
rather be nervous." 

He spoke to the chauffeur, and the speed 
immediately slackened. ^A few minutes later 
they stopped altogether. 

What's the matter? " said Cynthia. 
Home. Don't you recognise the gate? " 
Akeady? " 

" Would you like me to take you for a run? " 
" Oh, no ; let us go in and have tea. But what 
an absurd little distance! ' 
" It is four miles." 

** Motor cars are stupid things," said Cynthia, 
gracelessly. 
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CHAPTER XI 

** Somebody has been writing silly rubbish in the 
Game Book," said Frank, frowning. 
How ill-bred! " observed Patty. 
It's going too far, Patty," he said severely, 
laying the book on the table after again scanning 
the open page. " This is an important book. It 
has to be seen by the owner of the shoot." 

"What's all the fuss about? " Patty picked 
up the book. " Is it this record day? " She 
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That was a good bag," she said. 

Nugent concluded a masterly rendering of the 
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Mikado on the pianola. "What was a good 
bag? *' he said. 

"That." Patty threw the book at him. 
"Don't touch it until you have washed yoiu" 
hands. Frank says it is a very important book 
and must be treated respectfully." (The twins 
quickly came to Christian names.) 

Nugent read the entry, and laughed indulgently 
at the childish foolishness. He wiped his eyes 
with his handkerchief. "A himdred and two 
misses! " he repeated. That item struck him as 
especially laughable. 

There was a rush for the book when he laid it 
down. The whole party were assembled in the 
neighbourhood of the drawing-room dming the 
half-hour which preceded the dressing-gong : that 
is to say, some were definitely established in the 
room, some were on the outskirts, some were 
passing to and fro: it was the centre of gravita- 
tion. At that moment Laurence came in through 
the window. He had been playing Badminton 
with Peggy, and had almost contrived to stave 
off defeat by desperate cheating. Consequently 
that yoimg lady was heatedly anxious for the ear 
of the house. But the group roimd the book 
distracted her attention and she immediately 

plunged into the middle of it. 
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" What's the matter? " said Laurence. 

" Patty has been making a mess of the Game 
Book,'* said Frank, smiling in spite of himself. 

" Patty the incorrigible! Patty, your sins are 
accumulating beyond forgiveness." 

" No, no," cried Patty, contritely, coming 
towards him. " Fm awfully sorry, Mr Che3nie. 
I'll buy you another book." 

He took her two hands. " Patty the irre- 
sistible! " 

Bay, having succeeded in obtaining a glimpse 
of the entry over somebody's shoulder, detached 
herself from the group with a shrug and went out 
of the room. She crossed the hall and made her 
way to the smoke-room. In this masculine 
fnMage it was the room least likely to be occupied. 
It was a Kttle out of the way, and no one had 
much object in seeking it. It is only in houses 
governed under certain feminine auspices, where 
f ormaUty and decorum reign stiffly in the principal 
rooms, that the smoke-room, however remote, 
becomes a refuge of perpetual resort. 

Bay had sought temporary soUtude to go 
through her household accoimts. These were a 
subject of weekly concern to her. In an establish- 
ment where money was obviously plentiful, and 

which was served by tradespeople who had their 
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year*s harvest to gather during the shooting 
season, it was impossible to avoid being swindled 
a good deal, but she tried to be swindled as little 
as a determined and thoroughly wide-awake 
perscm could contrive. 

To-day, as it turned out, she was not to be left 
long undisturbed. Laurence Cheyne had followed 
her from the drawing-room. She had barely 
seated herself at the table before he opened the 
door and came in. 

She kept her eyes on the tradesmen's books. 
She knew who it was without looking up. It 
occurred to her that one sometimes vituperated 
the world, and its callousness, and its discordance, 
very imjustly. 

Laurence took a chair near her and folded his 
arms on the table. 

" Bay, I want you to tell me something about 
your friend Mrs Elwes." 

The blood in Bay's veins flushed over her cheeks. 
Involimtarily she clenched her teeth on her lip. 
She wanted to shout. Why had he sought her in 
this way? Why had he come quietly to her side 
to ask her thai ? 

" Something about her personal history and 
circumstances? " proceeded Laurence, as he re- 
ceived no reply. " You brought her here a 
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stranger, and we are all uncommonly grateful to 
you, but one hardly feels to know her." 

Bay ticked oflf several items in the butcher's 
book, checking them with the kitchen account. 
At last she looked up, vivid scorn in her face. 

" What is that to you ? " she said fiercely. 

He was sUghtly abashed. " I suppose a man is 
naturally interested in his guests," he replied. 
" What a firebrand you are! I don't mean to be 
impertinent." 

" I brought her here for Frank," declared Bay, 
" and I told him so — ^not for you." 

"So you have apportioned us all off," said 
Laurence, smiling. " And whom have you allotted 
to me? " 

He looked straight into her eyes. Her courage 
wavered. 

In an instant she had gripped herself. 

" You! " she cried. " You are an old bachelor. 
You don't coimt. You must be thankful if a 
woman is kind enough to recognise your existence." 

He laughed good-naturedly. " You are in- 
valuable. Bay," he said. "There is no excuse 
for anyone becoming complacent who has the 
unique advantage of yoiu: friendship." 

Bay returned to her books. " Six poimds — six 

poimds — ^what on earth did we have six poimds of 
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on the fifteenth? All these fiendish tradesmen, 
without exception, write illegibly. I suppose they 
do it on piupose to prevent their accounts being 
checked." 

Cheyne took the book. " Nobody could read 
this," he said. " Make a note at the bottom, 
* Kindly write plainly,' and send it back. No, no 
— ^pay it — ^pay it and have done with it. You have 
bother enough in looking after us without quarrels 
with the tradespeople. Poor beggars, they have 
their living to make, and I daresay some of them 
have a struggle." 

" They do their best to rob you," said Bay. 

" Let them. If you can keep us fed at all — a 
household of this size in the coimtry — ^you will 
have done your duty nobly and more. I am afraid 
one is always rather inclined to take these sorts of 
things too much as a matter of course. I know it 
means a lot of trouble and thought, and so does 
Frank. The whole thing would have been a 
palpable frost, but for you and your contribution 
to the general gaiety in the shape of Mrs Elwes 
and the twins. You have helped us through 
gamely, and I hope you wiU let us recognise it in 
some form or other." 

Bay deprecated this intention with a Uttle smile 

whose vague forbearance was enigmatical to him. 
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She made a few aimless pencil dots in the butcher's 
book. 

" What do you want me to tell you about my 
friend Mrs Elwes? '' she said suddenly. 

"What sort of man is her husband? Why 
hasn't he been asked here? " 

She laughed at him. " A noble creature," she 
replied, "a splendid, generous, unselfish, long- 
suffering hero. He immolates himself on the altar of 
her whims. He labours for her without ceasing, 
and she squanders his substance in frivolity and 
clothes." 

Laurence had flushed a little imder his bronzed 
skin. 

" I don't believe you," he said calmly. 

Bay had seen the flush. Already — it seemed — 
already nothing must be said against C3nithia. 

" Of course you don't. We believe what we 
wish." 

He looked at her earnestly, " Tell me the truth. 
Bay." 

She bit her lip. " Her husband," she said firmly, 
" is a drunkard, a waster, and a fool." 

" That clears the air," said Laurence. 

Bay bent over the table, her eyes burning. 

" I don't know what you may have in your mind 

about Cynthia; I don't want to know. But, 
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whatever it may be — I make you a present of this 
informatiQn as a further proof of my invaluable 
friendship— whatever it may be, you will be 
justified utterly and eternally. Only, for my part," 
she hissed at him, " if you try to make love to her, 
I hope she will spurn you, I hope she will trample 
on you." 

" Very evidently I am in your bad books to- 
day," said Laurence. "Wherein have I 
offended? " 

He spoke lightly, but there was an under-quaUty 
of slight reproach in his tone and in the look he 
directed upon her. She had whipped him to a 
point when the sting of injustice was just felt. 

" Don't be appallingly dense," she cried. Once 
more she dropped her eyes. Then she lifted them 
again with a flash: " Can't you see I am baiting 
you? " 

" Well, rather," said Laurence. " But you look 
decidedly fierce at times. Bay. I don't think you 
know how much reaUsm you can put into an 
expression." 

" Is there no one in the world," said Bay, 

resignedly, "who can be trusted beyond the 

limits of trite drawing-room hypocrisy? Not 

even you? Do you force me to explain — oh, the 

ignominy of it! oh, the bathos! — that only 
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someone whom I genuinely like and respect would 
I trouble to insult." 

" I am a dunderhead," said Laurence. " But 
reinstate me among the privileged. Shake hands 
on it." 

He held out his open palm. After hesitating, 
Bay placed her small white hand in it. 

" You are trembling," he said. 

She withdrew her hand sharply and got up. 
" Drivelling remark number one in the new 
dispensation." She went to the door. " I must 
go and dress." 

It occiured to him that she would immediately 
see C3nithia. " Of course we have been talking in 
the confessional," he said. 

She gave him a look, partly reproachful, . more 
contemptuous, and went out of the room without 
speaking. 
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CHAPTER XII 

The Scottish Sabbath is universally admitted to 
be the most perfect provocative of melancholy 
which has yet been discovered. Even Tannadice 
— ^far removed though it be from the large haimts 
of men— came imder the shadow of the national 
gloom. The keepers and fisherfolk, the small 
farmers of the neighbom^hood, with their women- 
folk, paraded lugubriously in their blacks. The 
barest necessities of life were permitted to aliens 
and others — ^the barest necessities and no more. 

Mrs Hibbert was the only member of the house- 
party who was able to adapt herself with any 
success to the local conditions. She came down 
in a gown of appreciably more elaborate workman- 
ship than those she wore on common days, even 
attended the small kirk in the hollow by the loch, 
and returned in the freshest of spirits, glowing with 
effervescent good-fellowship. 

" It does one good to see people so earnest and 

devout in their worship," she declared. " I am 

sure there are many churches in England which 

could take a lesson from it." 
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Mr Hibbert, excellent man, had accompanied 
her. 

The rest of the party had dribbled mto the 
garden after breakfast, with the initial intention of 
dealing with the day logically, as essentially the 
same as other days, and had begmi illogically by 
paying some attention to the Badminton net, 
which was not on other days an object of regard. 
Finally they had elected to forgo the fascinations 
of battledore and shuttlecock out of consideration 
for the servants' feelings, and had spent the 
morning in desultory chatter or in clearing off 
arrears of correspondence. Four pecuUarly in- 
trepid ones had drawn the drawing-room curtains 
and played bridge. 

They all considered themselves weak in decUning 
to play Badminton, in declining to practise 
approach shots with a golf club on the open 
groimd near the loch, in declining to shoot even; 
but, in truth, the local folk were so good-hearted 
and kindly a body that it would have been hideous 
work to wound them in the tenderest of their 
susceptibilities. It was not merely their own 
scrupulous and sincere observance of a r/gime they 
beUeved to be essential to their inunediate and 
final welfare, which induced respect of their 
sentiments: it was their simple, implicit assump- 
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tion that the attitude of everyone else must of 
necessity be the same. 

No one but a hardened worldling could fail to 
feel for these primitive folk. It is the position of 
the intellectual Sabbatarian which is the enigma. 
The duty resting upon employers of labour to 
provide their work-people at least a day's rest in 
seven is manifest to all ; but it is difficult to follow 
the process of a mind which can apparently 
genuinely believe that an action intrinsically right 
can be made wrong by the movement of the clock. 

C3nithia had now been more thail a fortnight at 

Tannadice. Even in the week which had elapsed 

since her walk on the moor a considerable volume 

of water had nm down the stream to the loch. 

Laurence no longer told his shaving-glass that he 

must be on his guard against his guest. He 

looked back upon the time when he could harbour 

so callous and vulgar a view of the other sex as 

into an iinworthy past; a past before he had 

known C3nithia, before he had discovered that 

woman, in her dealings with mankind, was not 

necessarily seeking either material ends or fuel for 

her vanity. Woman, in short, was entitled to the 

benefit of the doubt, until her own mouth or her 

own acts convicted her. 

So much had Cynthia done, so much had 
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Cynthia effected in the outlook of a man beUeved 
to have relegated women to the comer with his 
dancing pumps and his French novels, as pleasant 
trifles to be played with in an idle hour. As for 
Cynthia herself, the happy expansion, the suimy 
delight of her present Ufe, was dimmed only by 
the creeping shadow of its inevitable end. At 
times she almost feared to let her spirits nm to 
their limit, lest the reaction, when it came, should 
be intolerable. At other times — ^and this was her 
more common mental attitude — she elected to 
slip thought, to slip care, to slip remembrance, to 
slip everything but the delicious present, and to 
take long, grateful draughts of immediate good 
while she might. From which it may be reason- 
able to conjecture — ^whether she was aware of it 
herself or not — that there was a quality in her joy 
for which neither the new environment, nor the 
moor air, nor the gaiety and irresponsibility of the 
house-party could be held accountable. 

She heard from Harvey every other day. His 
letters, which were always written on Golf Club 
paper, consistently began with an apology for 
haste and brevity, and expressed his concern for 
her in language chosen amid distracting interrup- 
tions. (" Hurry up with that letter, old bhoy.") 

He went on to tell her of the remarkable round he 
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would have played the previous day but for care- 
less putting and indifferent luck at two holes. He 
informed her, also, of his continued success at 
bridge and recorded his sympathy with Stillwell. 
Sprinkled among these items of intelligence there 
was generally some evidence of the agitation of 
spirit which the first mention of the Tannadice 
visit had provoked. He reminded her repeatedly 
of his original feeling that it would have been better 
not to separate, particularly for her. He knew 
how reckless she was and entreated her not to go 
out in the evening insufficiently wrapped up nor to 
sit in damp clothes. He had inquired more than 
once if the Cheynes were married and if they were 
"nice sort of men." The exact composition of 
the rest of the household also interested him, more 
especially the ages and dispositions of the mascu- 
line members. If she were ever subjected to the 
least annoyance, if there were the smallest pre- 
sumption, a wire would bring him to her side. 
His own convenience was of no account. 
Cynthia's rephes were not long and they were not 
effusive. Still she repUed; and to that extent 
his soul was appeased. 

The morning of the Scottish Sabbath may with 
determination be worn through without acute 
ennui: it is in the afternoon that the pinch comes. 
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It is the same again ; no interruption of monotony, 

no change of ill — ^the same again. About three 

o'clock Laurence Cheyne was sitting in the gardeu 

amusing the twins, when he remembered that the 

dreary morning had decided him — come what 

might — to go down to the stream in the afternoon 

and throw a* fly. The fact that he had just seen 

the flutter of a skirt among the trees where the 

path descended held out a pleasant promise of 

company. He was not prepared to admit that it 

had any bearing on his purpose, except to remind 

him of it. He entered the house by the French 

window of the dining-room, procured his rod and 

fly-book without noise, and picked his way gingerly 

down the path, in inmiinent dread of being seen by 

Donald. 

The wood which surrounded the house and 

almost covered the base of the valley had been 

cleared for a few acres at the point where the path 

emerged, leaving a grassy glade, through which 

the bum ran. Before Laurence came out from 

the trees he saw Cynthia standing on a foot-bridge 

which spanned the stream. She was looking idly 

into the water. The sleeves of the white lawn 

shirt she was wearing fluttered very hghtly. He 

had noticed at lunch that the stock-tie knotted in 

a bow round her neck was of precisely the same 
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shade as her belt, and it had struck him as a tasteful 
thought and becoming in effect. It was not the 
first time he had seen this particular harmony in a 
woman's dress, but he thought it was. 

Cynthia turned away without seeing him, took 
up her skirts to descend from the foot-bridge, and 
walked slowly down and along the further side of 
the stream. She had a book in her hand. Cheyne 
crossed the bridge and followed her. Presently 
she came to a large wired enclosure, where pheas- 
ants were nursed. She stopped and looked 
through the netting. There were no pheasants 
there now : they had gone to the wood ; soon they 
would go to the larder. Laurence, in conjimction 
with Frank, bought these pheasants, reared them, 
shot them. He did it with a sort of contempt for 
himself and for his species. 

Between the wire fence and the stream there was 
a narrow path. Just now it could be traversed 
dry-shod with a Uttle care : when the bum was in 
spate it was impassable. Cynthia had walked 
about half-way along it when Laurence overtook 
her. She turned sharply at the sound of his foot- 
step. He put out a hand to save her from sUpping 
into the water. For a moment she was close to 
hun, touchmg him, ahnost in his arms. 

" I came down here to escape from the Sabbath," 
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she said lightly, with a slight catch in her breath, 
which might have been the result of the start or 
might not. 

Laurence dropped his arm, but it came back to 
his side by an appreciable effort of will, with the 
muscles tense. 

"We are on the same errand," he replied. 
" Suppose we escape a little further — go up to the 
moor, say? " 

" WiUingly," said Cynthia. " Which way? " 

" Keep on till you come to the end of the fence ; 
then turn up through the wood." 

They walked in single file along the path, 
Cynthia leading. 

" But you were going to fish? " she said, when 
they had cleared the wire, seeing his rod. 

"Clandestinely and fearfully," repUed 
Laurence, with a laugh. " I would rather go 
to the moor." 

" Really? " There was a ring of slight chal- 
lenge, slight triiunph in the interrogatory and the 
same quaUty in her upward look. 

" Really." 

He met her eyes deeply, and Cynthia's gave 
way. 

" Come along, then," she cried, springing away 
with a gay laugh. " This is delightful' 
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"Look out for the boggy places," he called 
after her. " Wait for me." 

He deposited his rod by the fence, threw his 
reel and his fly-book beside it, and followed her. 
They plunged into the wood and struck up a 
narrow drive cleared for pheasant shooting. At 
intervals white stakes were driven into the ground 
to indicate the stations of the guns. Finally 
they emerged upon the lower edge of the moor. 

They climbed a few yards higher, until they 
could see over the trees, and then sat down to 
rest. Below them slept the wooded valley. All 
the quiet Uf e of the little colony lay on the further 
side of it, out of earshot, where the thin vdiite 
road curved along its slope, past the upper grounds 
of the lodge (only its red roof was visible through 
the trees), past Donald's new cottage (they could 
see the dogs lying idly in their yards), past the 
low, rambling inn, past the kirk, past the few 
scattered homesteads, down to the loch. They 
were alone. 

" Did you choose this place for its beauty or for 
the grouse? " said Cynthia, gazing at the view 
before her, her elbows on her knees, her chin on 
her clasped hands. 

" May I smoke? " said Cheyne, feeling in his 
pocket. 



Cynthia in the Wilderness 

" That is not in the Tannadice code." 
" To smoke? " 



" No, to ask." 

" May I behave poUtely this afternoon, to show 
that it is possible? I am rather anxious to prove 
to you that uncouthness is not ingrained." 

" I shall not think that. But if you break the 
rules of informahty I shall be annoyed. You 
haven't answered my question." 

"The answer is any reasonable odds on the 
grouse," said Cheyne; "but I can't speak 
certainly, because I had nothing to do with the 
choice of the shoot. This is the second year the 
family has been represented here. Last year 
Frank had it alone." 

" Where were you? " 

" In Brazil." 

There was a short silence. Then Cynthia said: 
" You were some time there? " 

" Three years." 

Another pause. 

" Shall you go again? " 

"Not there necessarily, but probably some- 
where, when I'm tired of loafing." 

" How stupid of you! " The comment broke 

_ from her hps almost without intention. " What 

makes you spend so much time in those absurd 
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places," she added quickly, " when you could live 
m England? " 

"England is too small," said Cheyne: "you 
are always coming to the end of it. There is no 
room in it for expansion or enterprise. It's a 
kitchen garden, and, like most kitchen gardens, 
it suppUes about a fiftieth part of the needs of 
the people who own it." 

"Still you like it? You are proud of 
it?" 

" Oh, yes," said Laurence, " I am a thorough 
patriot. To be a Briton is a grand birth- 
right. I would renounce every ambition rather 
than that privilege. But it doesn't suit me as an 
abiding-place. When I have been at home six 
months or so, I feel the necessity to be moving — 
to be doing. I suppose I was bom with the 
roving spirit." 

" Perhaps — " Cynthia stopped herself. " Do 
you mind if I say something? Will you think 
me impertinent? " 

"Very much otherwise." 

" Why haven't you married? " 

" Do you blame me? " 

He spnmg the question upon her unexpectedly 

and pointedly. She flushed and dropped her 

eyes. 
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** Have you found it to be a Paradise you can 
conscientiously recommend? " 

He spoke jestingly, with a laugh in his voice. 
Her downcast face twitched and her bosom 
moved. 

" Forgive me." He got up and offered her his 
hand. " Let us go on a bit." 

" I spoke without thought," he said, when they 
had walked a few yards. "One gets into the 
habit of chaffing on that subject — an outsider 
such as I am — ^and usually married folk are quite 
willing to assist in throwing brick-bats at one 
another. That is, I suppose, because — ^be- 



cause — " 
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Because it is really all right," said Cynthia. 

She uttered the words without looking up. 

Laurence lowered his tone. " May I say that 
I am sorry it is not always so? That it is not 
so— I fear — ^with you? " 

Cynthia still walked with her eyes bent upon 
the ground. After an interval she repUed 
quietly: "Yes, you may say that — ^you. There 
is no mystery. I have only m5rself to blame. I 
closed the gates of Eden with my own hands 
when — " She hesitated. 

" When you signed the marriage register? " 

She said nothing. They went on some distance 
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in silence — the beating silence that feels itself the 
prelude of momentous words. They came to a 
patch of heather and mechanically followed a 
narrow sheep track that curled through it, walk- 
ing in single file. Laurence was in front. 

Suddenly he turned and faced her. She tried 
to meet his glance with one of commonplace 
inquiry. But her eyes faltered and drooped. He 
put out his hands and took hers. She sur- 
rendered them passively. 

" Do you think there could be other gates of 
other Edens? " 

She made no reply. Slowly the warm blood 
came into her cheeks, coloured them, flooded 
them. 

He drew her towards him. 

" Cynthia, I love you." 

And she yielded him h«r lips. 
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CHAPTER XIII 

It was very silent in the house — the breathless 
silence of summer night. Cynthia wondered 
if she would ever sleep— ever. Around her the 
whole house slept — ^not as an aggregation of in- 
dividuals, it seemed to her, but as a composite 
whole, expanding and contracting rh3rthmically. 
She turned again. The night-hght, intercepted 
by some ornament, cast an indented shadow 
across the ceiling. Each curve and angle of it was 
stamped upon her brain. . . . Was Laurence 
sleeping ? 

An indefinable feeling went through her, as if 
the surrounding slmnber very sUghtly had been 
broken, as if the heavy sleeper had stirred. Then 
the door of her room was opened softly, and, a 
moment later, softly closed. 

She did not move ; she did not turn to see. She 

lay quite still — curled up, with her face to the 

window. Fearful joy quivered and beat through 

every nerve and every vein. 
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Suddenly she drew the bed-dothes closer about 
her. 

"You knew that I should come," said 
Laurence. 
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CHAPTER XIV 

The night-light was burning low. Laurence had 
dressed by its glimmer. He paused suddenly, 
with his hands on the upturned collar of his flannel 
coat. A thiunp upon the floor of the adjoining 
room had been plainly audible, and it was fol- 
lowed by the sound of hght sUppered feet moving 
quickly to and fro. 

" Bay must be awake,'* he said. 

He had barely spoken when the conununicating- 
door was flung open and she stood in the aperture 
wrapped in white, righteous and wrathful, Uke an 
avenging angel. 

" Go, Laurence! before I slay you." 

Her teeth closed on the words; her two hands 
were fiercely clenched. 

I am not joking," she said determinedly; 

just now I could kill you with pleasure." 

You should have been asleep," said Laurence. 

He had no serious doubt that she was to be 

trusted, but there was so much at stake that he 

was a httle nervous. 

"Asleep! Asleep!" Bay echoed the word 
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with ironical emphasis. *'Do you suppose me 
to be a dormouse ? Of course I haven't slept one 
soUtary wink all night. A sphinx on a pedestal 
couldn't sleep through such sounds as you have 
been making. No, I won't kill you," she went on, 
with a slight change of tone : " I'll give you a 
punishment worse than death. When I marry 
again — ^as I intend to — I'll chain you in the next 
room and keep you there for the whole of the 
honeymoon." 

"Bay, you are splendid! " He took a step 
towards her. 

" You dare I " She faced him like a tigress. 

" I daren't," said Laurence, meekly. " Still, 
we are cousins." He became very lowly. "At 
least your hand? " 

She raised it and pointed to the door. " Go! " 
she said again. " Slink away! " 

" If ever," said Laurence, " anyone should take 
it into his head to disparage you. Bay, I hope, for 
his sake, it will not be in my presence, because I 
am bigger than most men." 

Upon which he opened the door — ^not too soon, 

for there was already a sound of movement in the 

servants' quarters — and left the two women 

alone. 

There was a short silence. Bay did not move. 
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She kept her eyes fixed upon the door with a 
sober stare. Cynthia looked at her from the 
pillows, a httle shyly. She had expected she 
would rush at her when the door closed, and this 
blank made her feel embarrassed and vaguely 
unhappy. 

" It is lucky it is someone you can trust," said 
Bay, at length, without turning her head. 

" It is not luck," said Cynthia. " It was sure, 
certain knowledge, dear. I knew you were in the 
next room, perhaps awake, and that I could 
trust you." 

"Oh, yx)u can trust me. That's nothing. 
But you can trust him. It's easy to talk in 
heroics, but if it came to a question of dying or 
betra3dng you, he would die." 

There was a ring in her voice, a strong, con- 
fident vibration, which caused Cynthia to scan her 
a httle curiously. It was aUen to a nature which 
not only was usually undemonstrative, but which 
deUghted to hide its real depth and capacity of 
feeling beneath a thin covering of asperity. 

Come into bed," said Cynthia, suddenly; 

you are cold." 

Bay threw oft her wrap and snuggled her small 

form into tlie warm place she found beside 

Cynthia. She buried her face in the hole in the 
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pillow; she put her arms beneath it and pressed it 
up to her. For a while she lay quite still, and 
then a tremor shivered through her. 

" Bay, what's the matter? " There was a 
note of quick anxiety in Cynthia's voice. 

Bay turned round. " Don't be quite a goat, 
CynibisL. I am cold. I have been standing 
for a quarter of an hour with very Uttle on." 

" Come closer to me. Quite close. Bay, I am 
so happy." The joy that was glowing through her 
could no longer be kept in. 

"That is superfluous information," said Bay, 
pungently. 

' " It was mean of you to listen." Cynthia hid 
her face. 

I did not listen. You forgot the door." 
No, I didn't. I have thought of the door for — 
for—" 

" For how long? " 

" For nearly a week," said Cynthia, with rosy 
bravado. 

She caught her friend's hand and pressed it to 
her cheeks, blushing and laughing in ebullient 
happiness. 

She brought her glowing face close to Bay's 
and spoke in quick, intense undertones : " Bay, 
I have been in Eden — ^just inside, just fc«: a few 
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hours— only long enough to know what all the 
lucky people find there who Uve there alwaj^. 
Only for a few hours. Bay, but I've been there, and 
now I don't mind if I die. I couldn't have died 
before. But now," she cried. 



« < 



-let come what come may. 



What matter if I go mad, 
I shall have had my day.' 



» 



Bay averted her face from her friend's vivid 
gaze. She laid her cheek close on the pillow. 
And once again a sUght shiver went through her. 

"There tnusl be something the matter," said 
Cjoithia, viewing her with renewed concern. This 
persistent cold douche from one whom she had 
expected to rejoice with her was perplexing and 
dejecting. "You are so strange. Aren't you 
glad, for my sake? It would take away half my 
happiness if I thought you were not. You know 
what a hollow, miserable mockery my marriage 
has been. Do you think I have done wrong? " 

"Wrong? Oh, no," said Bay, with a sUght 
touch of bitterness, still with her face in the pillow. 

"What then?" 

"Goat!" Bay turned on her suddenly. "Do 

you suppose a woman is so very keen to hear about 

things she is shut ofi from herself? " 
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" You are jealous! You dear, you are jealous," 
cried Cynthia. " Oh, don't grudge me my little 
glimpse of Eden," she went on, with soft urgency. 
" You are much better off — ^you are not shackled 
to an incubus — ^you have all the world to choose 
from — ^and, when you have chosen, you can live 
there perpetually." 

" When I have chosen! " said Bay. " Happi- 
ness has unbalanced you, Cjoithia : you are usually 
sane. That is a common phrase and a foolish one. 
It suggests that one picks a husband as one would 
pick a hunter, by examining the points of a string 
of them." 

" A clever woman can," insisted Cynthia; " and 
you are a clever woman." 

" Am I? " said Bay. " I doubt it." 

" It is unkind of you to be so cynical," said 

Cynthia, reproachfully. " You are such a sweet, 

S3maipathetic old dear as a rule. Whatever happens, 

nothing can take the past from you. You can 

never have that utterly desolate feeling that you 

may die without having lived. You have been 

happily married for a time. However short it 

was, you can always say to yourself that you have 

* had your day.' But I never had a day — ^never 

in my life — ^before." 

Bay leaned a little towards her and put out her 
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hand. " Yes, I ought not to be greedy," she said, 
in a changed tone. " But wasn't there a * day ' 
even at first? " 

** I might have thought so, in ignorance. What 
don't silly women think? No, no^I never 
thought so. I knew always I was the best 
crockery — almost too fragile to touch." 

" If you didn't, you would know now." Bay 
gave vent to a little dry laugh. " You w«-e not 
the best crockery last night.^ 

I shall pad the door in future," said Cynthia. 
You won't need to," said Bay; " I shall sleep 
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in another room." 



CynOna, laughed joyously. " I don't care," 
she cried, in a sudden burst of emotion. "" You 
can be as cynical and caustic and Bayish as you 
like. I don't care what you say; I don't care 
what you think. He will come again — ^yes, every 
night while I am here. Of course I know most 
people would think it was horribly sinful: they 
would say I ought not to let him; they would say 
much worse than that." She put her arms about 
Bay and clutched her in a storm of excitement. 
" But I'm going to— going to— going tol^^ 

She sat up in bed. The light was now glinmier- 

ing through the window. Animation had flushed 

her — her dark hair streamed over her shoulders — 
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lovely beyond quibble. Bay looked at her with 
ungrudging admiration. 

" I owe it all to you, dear," Cynthia went on, 
gazing raptly at the growing light. "I said, 
show me a man to love, and I would love him. 
You showed him me, and I love him — ^I love him.** 

She did not turn when she had spoken. She sat 
without moving, looking still at the window. The 
light in her eyes, shining with a child's pure, 
radiant happiness in her new-found joy, after her 
stunted and blighted years, touched the generous 
springs of S3n[npathy and selflessness that lay deep 
within Bay. Her love for her friend overcame 
every other feeling. She sat up beside her and 
wrapped her in her arms. 

" Cynthia, darling, I am glad'you are happy." 
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CHAPTER XV 

A GOLDEN moon in its first quarter was setting over 

the loch. The pale yellow light, running in a 

rippled line across the water from the background 

of black mountain, made a scene inspiring in its 

quiet beauty. Laurence and Cynthia saw it from 

the moor. But they barely noticed it : they were 

engrossed with one another. It was Cynthia's 

last evening at Tannadice. After dinner they had 

contrived to escape from the rest of the party, who 

were going down to the mouth of the bum to plash 

for sea-trout, and had crossed the road and climbed 

to the top of that part of the moor where the old 

road runs over to the neighbouring village of 

Bridges — Uttle used since the owner made the 

new macadam highway by the coast. 

They walked slowly down the grass-grown track, 

talking earnestly. Laurence's hands were clasped 

behind him. One of Cjoithia's arms was sUpped 

through his; the other hand held up the skirt of 

her evening gown. 

'* Then I am afraid," he was sa}Hmig, '^ that it 
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would have been happier for you if we had never 
met." 

Cynthia stopped and looked steadily up into his 
face in the faint Ught. " I wouldn't not have met 
you," she said slowly, " I wouldn't not have known 
you, I wouldn't not have loved you, for all the 
world." 

" And yet you are flying from me. In spite of 
every argument and every entreaty I can bring to 
bear on you, you are going back to the life you 
came from." 

" I can't make you understand," said Cynthia. 
" Even the memory of these few weeks, the know- 
ledge that I have loved you and that you have 
loved me, will make me more content and better 
able to face life. I can never be quite unhappy 
again." 

He took her hands. " Cynthia, I ask you to give 
me your life, all your Ufe, from now onward; to 
trust it to me? " 

" Oh, you know how I want to ! Don't make me 
fight it out again with you: I am worn out with 
the fight with myself." 

" Are you afraid I should fail you? " 

" No, no." 

" Do you think it would be a sin? " 

" No," said Cynthia, steadily, " I am not 
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frightened of God — ^He is just — ^but I am frightened 
of the world." 

" I will protect you from the world." 

" You cannot," said C3aithia; " not even you. 
No man ever has been, nor ever will be, able to 
protect a woman from the world. As yet we have 
come before no other tribunal than our own 
consciences, and those exculpate us. But to go 
away with you and Hve with you openly and 
avowedly, would shut me off from the world and 
from myself. It would make me for ever a woman 
of reproach. You can't say it wouldn't, Laurence. 
You know it as well as I." 

" He would divorce you." 

** I don't know — ^he is mean and little. And, if 
he did, it wouldn't altogether remove the reproach. 
The world doesn't forgive those who offend against 
its institutions, whatever they may do to pro- 
pitiate it. It won't allow them to make amends. 
That which we have done is the only sin — ^the only 
unforgivable, unforgetable offence. Everjdliing 
else can be Uved down, will be soon annulled. 
The world has a short memory for other things. 
Thieves, swindlers, gamblers, virtual murderers 
it quickly takes to its heart again. But for a 
breach of what is called the ^ moral law ' there is 

no oblivion — ever." 
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Laurence drew her towards him forcefully. He 
bent his head and looked deep into her eyes. His 
face had set in lines of steady purpose and con- 
trolled passion. 

"Leave the world to wallow in its sty," 
he said. " Be true to yourself. Live your 
life strongly and completely — not a cramped, 
stunted, miserable travesty of life. There is 
no future for me without you; I cannot let 
you go." 

She lowered her face to escape his gaze ; but he 
put his hand on her head and bent it back, forcing 
her to look at him. 

" We will buy a villa in Italy or the Riviera — 
somewhere overlooking the sea — ^and Uve there — 
you and I." 

" Don't, dearest, don't." 

She felt throbbing in her veins the blood of 
every woman who had Uved since Eve. 

" You would like it ? " 

" Oh, I long— I long." 

He took her hands again and gripped them with 
such force that she could have cried out with pain. 
" Come with me." 

She turned up to him eyes which shone with 

mute appeal ; but beneath it, through it, above it, 

in it, there was love — ^infinite, all-absorbing — such 

169 



Cynthia in the Wilderness 

love as has turned men mad and driven them 
through blood to their mistresses. 

He caught her in his arms, binding her within 
them. " You shall come : I will not Uve without 
you.*' 

Cynthia laid her head on his shoulder. The 
struggle was well-nigh beyond her strength. For 
days she had fought and fought, but never against 
such determined force as this. She felt she could 
endure no longer. Her powers of resistance had 
been weakened by the daily battles with lerself 
and with him. This terrific onslaught, coming at 
the very last, taxed her reduced resources beyond 
the limit they were capable of meeting — ^beyond 
the limit, surely, which could be permitted to be put 
upon her if she were expected to sustain. And 
yet she had so hoped to win through. And there 
was Eric. Her tears wetted his sleeve. His en- 
circUng arms felt deep sobs shake her frame. 

His resolution did not abate. " You will 
come? " 

She held his arm tight between her hands and 

pressed her eyes upon it, trying to staunch her 

tears. " If it were I alone, I would come. I 

would go through shame, disgrace, obloquy, 

everything, for you — ^with you." 

" Well? " His voice was almost harsh. 
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** But there is Eric. I cannot leave him ; and 
I cannot shame him.'* 

" He shall come too." 

" That would not prevent his knowing. As he 
gets older, he would hear the world's judgment; 
he would see me shunned." She raised her face, 
glistening with tears, and looked up at him. ** I 
would not have him grow up to despise — or even 
to feel he ought to despise — ^his mother." 

For a time Laurence's strong, peremptory grip 
did not relax. Then suddenly he loosened her — 
held her still in his arms, but loosened her. It was 
like the heavy slackening of the muscles of a boat's 
crew, when they sink over their oars after a hard 
race in which they have been defeated. 

For he had been defeated. He had put himself 

to the task of breaking Cynthia's resistance with 

the steadfast determination to carry his purpose. 

He genuinely beUeved that to do so would promote 

her happiness ; and he was vividly conscious that, 

for his own part, life was no longer of the smallest 

value without the slender, elusive piece of humanity 

that for the moment he held in his arms. Her 

appeals, while such love stood in her eyes, were of 

no avail to move him ; even her tears he could have 

steeled himself to ignore. They would quickly be 

wiped away, and many more would be saved her, 
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unless he were completely untrue to himself. 
Those things were powedess to afiect his resolution. 
But this last argument he was not proof against. 
He did not beUeve it possible that Eric could grow 
up to despise her; but he beUeved it very possible 
that she might grow to suspect it, to imagine it, 
to raise it as a permanent bogey athwart her 
happiness; that it might come eventually to sap 
the foundations of spontaneity and confidence 
between mother and son. 

He bent his head and kissed her. ** I shall not 
press you any more," he said. 

She wound her arms round his neck. For a 
while she did not speak. "You are strong 
enough to yield," she whispered, her Ups on 
his. " I can't speak what I fed: I fed too much. 
Dearest, we have enjoyed for one another, and now 
we must suffer for one another, but even the 
suffering will be joy, because our common heart- 
ache will be the link that binds us." 

They walked on slowly along the grass-grown 

road. On one side of them the hill sloped sharply 

down to the loch; on the other the moor swept 

away into the gathering mists. Qumps of 

heather at a short distance loomed like bushes. 

The time was approaching when they would have 

to descend to the house. 
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" I may come and see you whenever I am in 
London? " said Laurence, presently. 

Cynthia did not reply for a few seconds. " We 
have gained so much and at such cost/' she said 
then. " Is it worth risking everything for an oc- 
casional meeting? We could not meet as 
strangers, nor even as ordinary acquaintances. 
And at every parting we should have the same 
battle to go through again, and we might not 
always win it." 

" At least I can write? " said Laurence. 

She laid a hand on each of his shoulders and 
looked up into his face. "What could we say 
that we shall not always know without words, 
that we could either of us ever doubt? Nothing 
can shake my love for you, nothing can touch my 
love for you; it will continue unchanging, 
without break or lull, to the end of my life. 
To write and tell you of it would not affect it; 
it could not strengthen it. My love " — ^her 
voice broke a Uttle — "My love, you must not 
write." 

He covered her hands with his own as they 
rested on his shoulders. " Oh, but I must," he 
said. 

" Well — ^Laurence, we are very foolish." 

"WeU— ? Goon." 
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" Once." 
I "That is a very solitary word in a lifetime, 
Cynthia." 

" Once — a year." 

There were voices in the road below — a sound 
of feet moving quickly — light laughter. A 
lantern flashed. 

" They are coming back from the plash," said 
Laurence. "We must go down." 

She clung to him. It seemed to her now that 
she could not let him go. If he had appealed 
to her again to give her life to him, she would 
have yielded helplessly. Her strength was all 
gone. It was Laurence's turn to hold the 
helm against the tide. For a long minute he 
pressed her close in his arms while their lips 
met. Then, without speaking again, he led 
her gently down the slope till they came to the 
road. 

The plashing party, were just approaching. 

Any luck? " he called to them. 

Ten," cried Patty, gaily, giving voice to the 

word a half second before the rest, "and a 

good size. It was quite safe, Mr Cheyne. You 

could have come without getting your feet 

wet." 

She was clinging to Frank's arm and made a 
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dutch at the fish-basket he carried on the other 
side, to exhibit its contents. 

*^ What do you think of plashing as a pastime, 
Nugent? " said Laurence, looking into the basket 
by the light of the lantern. 

" It helps the larder," said Nugent, equivo- 
cally. 

" Not your idea of sport? " 

He smiled with kindly satire. " Poor beggars ! " 
was all he said. 

^^ It is far less cruel than playing them with a 
rod and line," said Mrs Hibbert, breathlessly. 
(They had walked fast up the hill.) " I'm sure 
I should think so if I were a fish." 

" If you were a fish," said Bay, " what you 
would think would be unimportant." 



Late that night Cynthia bent over Eric's cot. 
The night-Ught shed its faint glow upon them 
— ^upon her shimmering silk gown and smooth 
neck and shoulders — ^fell softly on the sleep- 
ing child. Eric lay on his side, a light flush of 
health on his Uttle round cheek. He was 
breathing regularly. A cheap alanun-clock on 
the mantelpiece ticked loudly. The nurse was 
asleep. 

Would he grow up to be thoughtful of others? 
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Would he grow up to repay her for the stupendous 
sacrifice she was Tnaking for him? 

She waited a long time. One by one tears fell 
and dropped on his pillow. He muttered a Uttle 
in his sleq>y and turned, and slept on. 
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CHAPTER XVI 

Towards the end of September, having brought 
his holiday at Brancaster to a prosperous con- 
clusion — or, to be quite accurate, when the other 
members of the quartette found it incimibent upon 
them to resume harness — Harvey Elwes duly 
re-established himself in Neville Road. This event, 
as it happened, preceded his wife's return by a few 
ddiys — s, circumstance upon which he received 
the felicitations of his friends. No intelligent 
Britisher, obviously, but could appreciate the ad- 
vantages of two or three days' bachelor freedom 
in town. In the train, on the way to Liverpool 
Street, they invited themselves to a sort of com- 
memorative dinner at his house on the following 
night. 

Harvey did not want them. Sublimely uncon- 
scious of the beam in his own eye, he felt instinc- 
tively that their presence would be a desecration 
of Cynthia's abode; but, fearful of appearing 
penmious, he allowed himself to be convinced 
of his plain duty. Furthermore, though he ac- 
cepted their felicitations in the spirit becoming 
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a man who controls his own roost, he found little 
food for private satisfaction in the extension of 
his bachelor Hberty. On the contrary, he felt 
distinctly concerned by the fact that his wife 
could make her arrangements to return at leisure, 
after having been apprised of the date when his 
company would again become available. This 
important announcement had been conveyed by 
telegram. 

To the uttermost of his capacity he was fond of 
Cynthia — ^he supposed it to be the absorbing 
devotion of a strong man — ^and he was excessively 
proud of her. He delighted especially to be seen 
with her at large gatherings, to observe the ad- 
miration evoked by his property. It gave him a 
glow of pleasant satisfaction to see that other 
men — ^men, perhaps, whose talents had received 
more general recognition than his own — ^were able 
only to produce wives with attractions manifestly 
much inferior to Cynthia's. 

He got into his cab at Liverpool Street, there- 
fore, without that dancing sense of freedom 
which his companions had assumed as the 
necessary consequence of his fortunate case. His 
holiday had been a pleasant one, but he wanted to 
be going home to a warm welcome and not to an 

empty house. He wanted to see the glad joy in 
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Cynthia's face as he stepped once agam across the 

threshold after their long separation. He desired 

her society; he had a right to her society. He 

felt more than ever convinced that the visit to 

Scotland had been a mistake. His instinct had 

told him so from the first. The people there 

would not miderstand the exquisite deUcacy and 

refinement of Cynthia's nature. They would 

know nothing of the tender guard and scrupulous 

consideration to which she had been accustomed. 

They would treat her, perhaps, as an ordinary 

woman. He flushed at the thought. He would 

have felt less uneasy about her environment and 

the influences surrounding her if her letters had 

contained more frequent, indeed some, reference 

to the gap left in her Ufe by his absence. It was 

unnatiural that she should enjoy herself peacefully 

without him. Moreover, he could not conceal 

from himself that a wife's place is by her husband's 

side. 

The Brancaster party had varied in one instance 

from that originally contemplated. John Jacob's 

domestic claims had failed to yield to diplomacy, 

and so his place had been filled by a rather short, 

firmly-built gentleman, with a plump, round face 

and bushy moustache, whose name was Craven, 

but who was known famiharly as " the Vet "- 
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sobriquet which owed its origin partly to his fond- 
ness for dogs and partly to the fact that he was a 
member of the medical profession. He was re- 
markable principally for an encyclopaedic know- 
ledge of technical and statistical detail. When a 
matter was in dispute, a fact in doubt, it was the 
custom to apply confidently to the Vet. He 
knew everything, from the rules of golf to the solar 
parallax. If anyone challenged his accuracy he 
was prepared to argue the point at length, with 
authorities and illustrations, and if his opponent 
remained still recalcitrant, to bet upon it. He 
was one of the few of his personal friends whom 
Harvey had ventured to introduce to Cynthia. 
He could sit in a drawing-room without having 
the appearance of an exotic from the bar; though, 
to be sure, the natural culture which he had at 
command had become a little tarnished in every- 
day Uf e by the too-frequent companionship of 
Masters and his school. In the matter of alcohol 
he could keep going with sufficient steadiness to 
make him a worthy and desirable member of the 
fraternity, but he did not make a boast of it, nor 
was it an indispensable condition of his existence. 
It was to him that the idea of the commemora- 
tive banquet owed its inception. To this function 

John Jacob, as one of those contemplated in the 
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original scheme, was bidden by special demand. 
The dinner passed off with remarkable vivacity, 
and in the genial calm which succeeded it they all 
made speeches. The toasts, though not always 
particularly apphcable to the occasion, at least 
pointed without ambiguity to the person qualified 
to reply. 

Masters opened the ball by proposing "The 
Game of Golf." Golf, he remarked, was a game 
which called for exceptional skill — skill in selecting 
the precise point between perfect sobriety and 
acute intoxication when only it could be played 
with success. Their esteemed host, he believed, 
was the only person in the world who was able 
to do himself justice under conditions which in- 
volved asking his caddy if an object in front were 
a cow or the flag. He thought he was right in 
saying that it was in such circumstances that he 
had holed his record putt of 354 yards — ^the never- 
to-be-forgotten occasion when he had done the 
last hole in one, of which they had all heard with 
profound pride. For his own part, he preferred, 
on the whole, to take matters the other way 
roimd. He looked upon golf as an excellent in- 
spirer and incentive of the more serious business 
of drinking. He had sometimes been asked 

which was his favourite hole. He had no hesitation 
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in replying that, on all the courses over which he 
had had the privil^e of jdaying, his ^vourite 
hole was the nineteenth. He never missed a putt 
on the nineteenth green. It was a source of con- 
tinual amazement and r^et to him that courses 
did not include a qa hole. It was the only 
serious complaint he had to make against the 
management of Golf Clubs generally — ^this ab- 
sence of a small auxiliaiy bar at the end of the 
outward half. It appeared to him scandalous 
to expect the human machine to run for two 
hours without lubrication. He commended his 
suggestion to his friend Stillwell for consideration 
at the next committee meeting. On his own 
private account alone he could promise the new 
venture, if adopted, sufficient support to ensure 
a profit. 

Stillwell, as the man with the lowest handicap, 
cleared his throat and said a few words in reply; 
quietly recording it as his individual opinion, 
which he did not unduly press, that golf and 
alcohol was each very well in its way, but that 
they did not run smoothly in double harness. 
After which Masters, suppressing a tendency on 
the part of the company to revert to general con- 
versation, again rose and proposed '^ The Medical 

Profession." He dwelt upon the enormous bene- 
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fits which humanity as a whole owed to the dis- 
interested efforts of that skilful and hard-working 
body of men. Some people were ungracious 
enough to complain of their charges. For his 
own part, he never objected to pay a doctor *s fee 
— ^he thought it was worth it, to get him out of the 
house. The only thing doctors ever said to him 
was that he was ruining his constitution by the 
use of intoxicating liquors. He was thankful to 
see opposite him that evening — ^in the person of 
Dr Craven — s, more clear-sighted, up-to-date, a 
more generaUy-enlightened member of the pro- 
fession. He invited the company to drink to the 
increased power of his elbow. 

The Vet rose slowly, and after briefly de- 
precating the introduction of shop at a convivial 
gathering, begged to suggest an adjournment for 
bridge. But Masters was not yet done with. 
Having moistened his throat, he got once again 
to his feet and gave "Domestic Ties." His 
friends, he felt sure, would agree with him that 
the importance of home life to the Conmionwealth 
could hardly be over-estimated. The nation 
which neglected its home life was on the high road 
to decay. In this country it had always occupied 
an outstanding place among our national in- 
stitutions. It was at once, he might say, the 
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foundation of our prosperity, our buttress and our 
^ry. He rejoiced to think that there was sitting 
by his side a gentleman who was one of its most 
conspicuous props. As Britons they all owed 
him a debt of gratitude. His patriotic fervour 
had carried him to the point of declining a much- 
needed holiday among his friends. What English- 
man, he asked, could do more? At the same time, 
it was a pleasure to reflect that his enthusiasm 
in the cause of state had not led him to overlook 
other weighty claims upon his attention. No one 
ever heard John Jacob call " time *' before half- 
past twelve o'clock. It had been his privilege to 
sample whisky in his company in most of the 
bars in London, and he had pleasure in testifying 
that John Jacob had always kept fairly in step. 
He coupled the toast of " Domestic Ties *' with 
the name of his friend on the right; of whose 
irrelevant comments, he might remark, he was 
the pained auditor. 

John Jacob jimiped to his feet with a genial 
laugh. Masters was having a shy at him — ^he 
could trust Masters to do that. Well, he had three 
infants indisputably ; and he was glad of it. They 
were astonishingly 'cute youngsters. Masters had 
been married fifteen years without profiting the 

nation. He looked upon that as a record to be 
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ashamed of. Anyhow, he would propose the 
health of their generous host, to whom they were 
all grateful for an unconmionly pleasant evening ; 
and he might add that the port was first-class. 

The third bottle^r-foUowing champagne and 
liqueurs — ^was now on its rounds. In these 
circumstances, Harvey rose with a steadily-glazing 
eye and replied with marked feeling. 

"It's very good of you all," he said. "I'm 
very glad to see you here. We owe a lot to our 
friends. A great poet has said that the price of a 
friend is beyond rubies. I feel its truth. At this 
moment I feel its truth. Friendship is a blessing 
in dis — Friendship is a blessing" (firmly). 
" * There is a friend that sticketh closer than a 
brother.' Looking round me to-night, looking 
round my table aild seeing the familiar faces sitting 
on my chairs, I can conscientiously endorse the 
writer of those words. Before we separate — ^no- 
pardon me — that is to say, before I conclude — 
there is a pleasant duty which falls to my lot — a 
toast to propose — ^which I am sure you will all 
honour." He raised his glass with oscillating 
solemnity: " Gentlemen, the King." 

The loyal toast having been duly drunk, there was 

further reference to bridge. A general movement 

followed. No one particularly suggested it; a 
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consensus of feeling in favour of locomotion 
translated itself into action. They lounged into 
the hall, their cigars still alight, and turned in the 
direction of the drawing-room. Masters's hand 
was almost on the knob before Harvey, who was 
behind, recognised his intention. Instantly he 
made a dash through them, rather unsteadily, 
his face hot. He grasped the door-frame for a 
moment, and then, with a little difficulty, turned 
the key, put it in his pocket, and faced them 
defiantly. 

"All right, don't get shirty, old bhoy," said 
Masters, somewhat taken aback. 

** We are not going in there," said Harvey. 

He took them to a small room upstairs; and there 
they left him at half-past one: the fact that he had 
ceased to be more than intermittently conscious 
of their presence appearing to indicate that their 
departure would not cause him serious distress. 
He had not drunk more than the rest, but his head 
was the weakest. 

In the morning — as was invariably the case with 

him after a dilapidated night — ^he arose from his 

bath as fresh as Venus from the sea. Since the 

Courts were not sitting, to go to his Chambers 

would manifestly have been waste of time. He 

occupied the morning in " getting through some 
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correspondence,** as he phrased it, later in the day, 
to the Vet, It consisted, in fact, in sending long- 
awaited replies to letters from Marie and another 
young lady. He always felt a glow of virtuous 
satisfaction when such epistles had been 
despatched. He was not one of those men who 
behaved with brutal callousness to girls who had 
trusted them. While they desired his fellow- 
ship, it should be theirs, whatever the tedium to 
himself. 

He spent the afternoon and evening with 
Craven. The latter possessed independent means 
and took care that his practice should not be 
exacting. On the following afternoon he returned 
the visit. This was the day that Cynthia was 
coming back; but since her train did not arrive 
until after ten, Harvey felt that his guest could 
comfortably be disposed of before it was necessary 
for him to go to Euston. He told him at an early 
stage that his wife was returning in the evening and 
repeated the information at intervals. He also 
told him that he had ordered an omnibus. 

They engaged in a series of games of piquet 

across a comer of the dining-room table — an 

exercise in which the host consistently came off 

second best. The Vet played slowly and steadily, 

and he invariably could change Harvey's florins 
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and half-crowns and, later, his half-sovereign^. 
He was not a shark, but he had a working know- 
ledge of the principles of the game. 

Towards seven o'clock they heard a ring of the 
front door bell. 

"Don*t move," said Harvey, with an air of 
great sang-froid. The Vet had given no sign of 
moving. "Someone who wants my wife 
probably.*' 

A maid went to the door and opened it. 

Harvey pricked up his ears in a fluster of 
consternation. "That's my wife's voice," he 
cried. " It's my wife," he repeated aggressively, 
as if his companion, in some unaccountable way, 
were responsible for it. 

"Well, hadn't you better go out and meet 
her? " said the Vet. He spoke with a slight 
drawl. 

Harvey replaced the spirit-stand in the side- 
board. In the same movement, by a feat of 
legerdemain^ he suggested the non-existence of 
his timibler. The Vet., observing a somewhat 
anxious glance in his direction, stretched out his 
hand and pushed his own ^ass back a few inches, 
until it was partially concealed by an ornament on 
the mantelpiece. 

By the time Harvey reached the front door 
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Cynthia had returned to the cab to obtain some 
small packages. With the greatest alarm in his 
face he reheved her of these and assisted her 
carefully up the steps. 

" I didn*t expect you till half-past ten," he said 
hurriedly. " I've ordered an omnibus." 

" Oh, we started at an absurd time this morn- 
ing," said Cynthia, '^ and caught an earUer train 
at Glasgow. I thought the other was too late for 
Eric." 

" I was coming to meet you," he said. " I was 
coming to Euston. Why didn't you wire? " 

" It was a rush at Glasgow and there was no 
necessity; we were coming by an earher train, 
not a later. Move away : the man wants to come 
past with the luggage." 

He started aside, and Cynthia walked into the 
dining-room. The Vet rose from his comer and 
came sturdily across the room. 

She remembered him after a second's hesitation. 
" Oh, how do you do, Dr Craven? For a moment 
I didn't see who it was." 

" You have had a long journey," said he. 

" Yes, and rather tiresome. But on the whole 
we have managed to get through it creditably." 

Harvey drew Cynthia aside at the first oppor- 
tunity. " I'm awfully sorry," he whispered 
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quickly. "Of course, I didn't know you were 
coming so soon. I'll get rid of him in a few 
minutes." 

" Why? " said Cynthia. " I don't object to 
him. I shall ask him to stay to dinner." 

Indeed, she was immensely reheved to find a 
third person in the house. Having settled into 
the daily routine, she felt she could face her Ufe 
grimly and make it bearable. But the iHe-h-iiU 
of the first evening, the fussy inquiries, the 
fidgety soUcitude and punctilious endearments, 
had weighed on her as a heavy ordeal to be faced. 

The Vet cheerfully consented to remain for 
dinner. Indeed, he had come with that intention. 

Harvey was much perturbed about the omnibus. 
When Cynthia had gone upstairs he took counsel 
with his friend. 

" You see, I've ordered it," he said; " I expect 
I shall have to pay for it. It's an awful nuisance. 
What would you do. Vet ? " 

" You might wire," said the Vet, ** or you could 
take a cab to Euston and countermand it, or go on 
foot. Personally, I should telephone," 
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CHAPTER XVII 

In spite of her heart-hunger, in spite of the fierce 
insistence of the might-have-been, Cynthia found 
her life appreciably easier to live than it had been 
before. She was rid of the dreary sense of utter 
exclusion, of that desolateness of a child sitting 
upstairs in a lonely niusery while its elders make 
merry below. She had felt hitherto— if we may 
vary the figure — ^that she was walking along a dull, 
flat road, hearing on every side of her sounds of 
mirth — ^music and laughter — ^which she could not 
reach, which she could not even attribute to a 
definite cause. Merely she knew of its existence. 
And always she saw plainly at the end of her road 
— getting daily, hourly, closer — old age, the limit 
of youth, the limit of joy. 

That feeling of permanent exclusion from known 
possibiUties of imknown happiness was now 
removed from her finally. Henceforth every 
joyous note bore its meaning to her, every vibrat- 
ing string struck an answering chord in her heart. 
She could face old age, the decay of vitality and 

of charm, the atrophy of her powers of joy, without 
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repining. She could look round upon her fellows 

without the slight touch of cynicism which had 

tinged her outlook hitherto, but with a gentle 

outpouring of wide S3nnpathy, which felt with 

them aUke in their pleasures and in their sorrows. 

For she had tasted — she herself — ^the imimaginable 

sweetness of the gracious good that is given to us 

with the breath of Ufe. 

Moreover, for the future there was softened for 

her, dulled for her, the awful knowledge that she 

was lonely. Every human atom is essentially and 

everlastingly lonely. By the beneficent power of 

love it is possible to escape from its insistence, in 

some measure, in life ; by love some have attempted 

to escape from it in death. Its full sense had borne 

upon Cynthia even in Ufe. Now it was different. 

Though it nndght be that she would never see 

Laurence again, it was an inunense consolation, 

an inmiense support and strength to her, to know 

that there was a fellow-creature with whom she 

had been one, in whose arms she had Uved and 

felt, who had felt and Uved in her arms, and 

who hungered as she hungered. Her con[ifort lay 

in the priceless knowledge that there is a unity 

of human atoms, a brief unity of two entities 

so complete and so perfect as almost to destroy 

the indestructible reaUty of individual soUtude. 
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As time went on, the result of all this showed 
itself in her intercourse with Harvey. She 
listened to his frothy chatter, bore with his 
affectations, made excuses to herself for his flagrant 
&ults, with an all-embracing goodwill which had 
not been possible to her before. In short, she 
submitted amiably to be the best china. If ever 
he exhibited a tentative design to open the door 
of her glass-case, she reminded him quietly of the 
rebuff which she would never forgive. Whereupon 
he withdrew his hand quickly and apologetically, 
even with some relief. Such virginal coldness 
pleased him; it conformed with his etherealised 
view of her, the view which had been responsible 
for the rebuff. 

He was greatly gratified by the general softening of 
her tone to him. It argued that his value had become 
apparent during the dull weeks in which she had 
been deprived of his watchful solicitude. Habitual 
benefits too often fail of appreciation. Now that 
it was all over, he confessed to himseU that he had 
felt a Uttle hurt by the off-hand manner in which 
latterly she had accepted his imremitting atten- 
tions. He might not be perfect — ^he quite recog- 
nised his himian limitations — ^but he knew that 
he lavished thought and care upon Cynthia such as 

few husbands gave to their wives. It was a 
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source of satisfaction to him to reflect that, if these 
uncommon virtues should again fall into the ruck 
of unregarded routine, he had only to absent him- 
self to throw them into striking relief. 

Matters took a turn, however, which consider- 
ably deranged his calculations. One morning, 
after they had been home about two months, 
he came downstairs to find only a single letter on 
the breakfast-table. This was lying by Cynthia's 
plate. She was not yet down. There was 
nothing else, not even an advertisement. He 
took it up and looked at it. It was bulky and the 
handwriting was unfamiUar. He pressed it, 
turned it, examined the postmarks. Finally he 
returned it to its place, puzzled and vaguely ill 
at ease. He thought he knew all Cynthia's 
correspondents. It appeared to him pecuhar that 
a wife should receive a letter addressed in writing 
which her husband could not inunediately identify. 
However, he was not one of those small, suspicious 
men, prone to distrust every trifle, prone to think 
the worst of those of whom they should think the 
best. There was nothing mean and unworthy in 
the conditions governing his and Cynthia's inter- 
course. They had reached a far higher level of 
mutual respect than that. He should ignore the 

letter. He unfcdded the morning paper and sat 
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down, content to await developments with dignity 
and reserve. 

Presently Cynthia opened the door and came in. 
She ran up to the fire and warmed herself. It was 
December and there had been a frost during the 
night. 

" Good-moming, Harvey. I am sorry to be so 
late. You should have begun breakfast. Things 
went wrong with me : I thought I should never be 
dressed." 

" I don't mind," said Harvey; " I don't mind 
at all. I was looking at the paper." 

" But how cold it is ! I am shivering. Put 
out the spirit-lamp, or the coffee will all boil 
away." 

It was bubbling high in a wide glass cylinder 

above a shining bronze pot. Harvey extinguished 

the lamp. As he did so, he took another glance at 

the letter. It drew his eye against his will with 

powerful fascination. The envelope was large and 

square and plain. It was not a tinted envelope of 

arbitrary shape and sumptuous texture, such as 

women use. The handwriting was plain, too, and 

vigorous. It formed the name without indecision, 

almost aggressively : "MrsElwes." No one could 

doubt that the letter had found its way to the 

person for whom it was intended; no one could 
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doubt that the writer knew that person to be the 
wife of himself. And decidedly it was bulky. 

" It is too cold now for you to dress without a 
fire," he said. " If it goes out you should have it 
Ughted again. You run fooUsh risks." 

She got up lightly. " Don't talk rubbish," she 
said. " I am warm again now. Feel." She 
gave him her hand. 

He held it soUcitously for a moment, and then, 
leaning forward, touched her cheek with a respect- 
ful morning salute. 

He took his place at the table and Cynthia sat 
down behind the coffee-pot. Her eye inmiediatdy 
Ughted on the letter. She picked it up mechanic- 
ally and ran her finger beneath the flap, spUtting 
it open. The paper was tough and yielded with 
difl&culty. At sight of the letter it contained, she 
hesitated momentarily, unfolded it and read the 
first sentence, turned it quickly and looked at the 
signature. Then she quietly replaced it in its 
envelope and began to pour out the coffee. She 
had flushed a little. 

Harvey had been watching her closely. He had 

seen the letter, had seen that it was of many sheets 

closely written, had seen that she was moved by 

the sight of it. Red points had come into his 

cheeks. 
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He bent a little forward. "Anything the 
matter? " he said with nervous quickness, as she 
looked up. 

" Oh, no." She passed him his coffee. 

" Who is it from? " The words spurted out 
irrepressibly, like bubbles from a cauldron. 

" Really, Harvey! " 

" I think I ought to know." 

" You will not know while you ask in that 
way." 

Harvey managed to shut down his impatience. 
By this time he was tingling with a sense of injury. 
He considered he was entitled by right to an 
answer to his question; but he knew Gynthia 
well enough to realise that he would not obtain one 
by peremptory insistence. 

" I'm sorry I spoke hastily," he said, after a 
short pause. " Is there any mystery about the 
letter? " 

"No," said Cynthia. "It is from Bay's 
cousin, Mr Cheyne. You remember, we stayed 
at his house in Scotland." 

" I didn't know you had got to terms of corre- 
spondence." 

" Well, you know now." 

"I think he ought to have written to me 

firet." 
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" Why? " Cynthia snuled sedatdy. " To ask 
permission? " 

" Yes," said Harvey, stubbornly. 

" And would you have graciously granted it? " 

" I don't know." 

" You mustn't try to dimb on the high horse," 
said Cynthia. " You can't do it with dignity. 
And will you, please, pass me something to 
eat." 

"The visit to Scotland was a mistake," said 
Harvey, after ruminating for a while. "I 
thought so from the first." 

"Why, latdy you have been telling me just 
the reverse," said Cynthia: "that it made me 
appreciate you ever so much more, and that you 
thought we ought to separate every year for our 
hoUday." 

" I was misled." 

" Really. By whom? " 

" I didn't know that you had friends behind my 
back." 

" Harvey, be careful." 

" You haven't read the letter." 

"No; I don't intend to at present." 

" It is a very long one." 

" How do you know that? " 

" I— I saw it." 
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A flush of anger mounted to Cynthia's cheek. 
It passed and left her cold. 

" We will change the subject, please," she said 
quietly. 

There was finaUty in her tone which Harvey 
did not dare to disobey. But he could not talk 
of other things. He was miserably agitated. He 
continued his breakfast in chafing silence, un- 
tasting. It was impossible, he said to himself, 
that Cynthia's life could hold a " guilty love " ; 
impossible that it could enclose a "shameful 
secret." (He gulped mentally at the phrases of 
his own choosing.) And yet she had received a 
long letter in a strange hand; she had changed 
colour at the sight of it; she had admitted 
that it came from a man who had taken no steps 
to make his acquaintance; and she was keeping 
it to read in private. He writhed under the 
suggestion contained in these facts, partly through 
simple jealousy, aroused by his genuine affection 
for Cynthia; more, perhaps, from the blow to his 
self-esteem. He was struck in his tenderest 
part by the thought that his wife, the woman 
whose life was fostered by his love and his care, 
could find room in her being for an aUen attach- 
ment. 

His thoughts were interrupted by the entrance 

199 



Cynthia in the Wilderness 

of the maid. Cynthia was wanted at the tele- 
phone. 

She rose at once. "Don't wait for me, 
Harvey," she said. 

She was quite aware that she was leaving the 
letter. 

His ears followed her footsteps down the hall. 
For some moments he sat with his elbows on the 
table, fretfully biting his moustache. Then he got 
up abruptly, blushing at the thought in his mind. 
Still hesitating, he waited, standing by his chair. 
The time was passing. He crushed his qualms, 
moved silently to the door and Ustened. He heard 
Cynthia speaking at the telephone. That ended 
his indecision. He went quickly back to the 
table, treading on his toes, and picked up 
the letter. His ears were straining while his 
fingers dipped into the envelope. He drew out 
several sheets of notepaper closely covered with 
writing. His hands shook a Uttle as he unfolded 
them. 

The first words struck him in the face like a 
physical blow. Incredulous, cringing beneath 
the sudden staggering shock to the huge edifice 
of self-esteem erected by his fooUsh, pompous 
little mind, he read on, turning the pages fever- 
ishly — Glistening all the time. His colour changed 
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to white, and then to flaming splenetic scarlet. 
One could find it in one's heart to be sorry for him : 
the crash upon his sufficiency was so imexpected 
and so complete. 

He had barely reached the end of the first 
sheet, when he heard the ear-piece of the tele- 
phone dicked back into its holder and Cynthia's 
footsteps returning along the passage. Quickly 
refolding the letter, he attempted to replace it in 
its envelope. In his nervous haste he failed to 
keep the comers square and it would not go 
inside. He crushed and twisted it with frantic 
force. The envelope split down the edge, but 
still declined to receive it. Cynthia's step was 
already at the door. In extremity he relin- 
quished his attempt and adopted a different 
attitude. 

" I have read that letter," he said, as she came in. 
" I thought it my duty. I don't think it is the 
sort of letter a married woman ought to receive." 

Cynthia's eyes blazed. She stopped at the 
door — ^absolutely still. 

" You — worm I " 

He turned a little pale. He felt afraid of her. 
Her majestic indignation awed him and cowed 
him. 

" I don't think it's the sort of letter a married 
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woman ought to receive," he repeated, avoiding 
her eyes. 

Cynthia did not speak again. He felt her 
eyes burning through him while he slowly re- 
turned the letter to its envelope and dropped it 
by her plate — ^while he gathered up the morning 
paper from the floor — ^while he pretended to look 
for his pipe on the mantelpiece — ^while he walked 
out of the room. 
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CHAPTER XVIII 

*' Man's love is of man's life a thing apart." So 
said Byron; and we must concede that he was 
qualified to express an opinion. Some sort of 
exemplification of the assertion could be found 
in the case of Laurence Cheyne. He did nothing 
Ughtly: he worked strongly, felt strongly, loved 
strongly. Cynthia had gone to the very bottom 
of his heart — ^he could never again be free of the 
pervading influence of her personaUty — ^but she 
had quietly and determinedly taken herself out of 
his life. Yet it had to be lived, and the only 
means to make it tolerable was strenuous work. 
Shortly after his return from Scotland he had 
received the offer of an administrative appoint- 
ment in West Africa. After consideration he had 
decided to accept it. It meant leaving England 
in January, and it was of this that he had written 
to acquaint Cynthia, adding much else from the 
store of unsaid things which had accumulated 
during two or three months when thought had 
not been idle. 

About the same time he came to town to see 
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various officials and to make various preliminary 
arrangements. His visits to London were not 
frequent, and in consequence they were largely 
occupied by the claims upon him of his many 
friends. To dine alone at his hotel was an ex- 
perience they scarcely included. He limched 
one day at a dub in Pall Mall, another at a flat 
in Chelsea, a third in a City restaurant. Some- 
times he forgot to lunch altogether. Amongst the 
rest, he spent an evening with some friends in 
Kensington. It was a fine night, and he set off on 
foot for the first part of his return journey, intaid- 
ing to take a cab later. He would not have 
suspected himself capable of sentimental foolish- 
ness. He believed he was prompted to pedes- 
trianism by lack of exercise. Yet he had twice 
chosen that means of progression through the 
particular region which enclosed Cynthia's abode. 
The direct route did not take him past her house, 
and he went not a step out of his way. Still he 
walked when in ordinary circimistances he 
would have driven. And he was quite aware that, 
for a short while, he was breathing air within 
a few hundred yards of her. 

An occasional late motor *hus wailed up the 
Brompton Road; an occasional hansom jingled 

past him; otherwise the streets were quiet. As 
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he was approaching South Kensington station 
he became interested in a cab coming towards 
him. The driver was walking his horse and 
glancing uncertainly from side to side, rather as 
if in search of a fare. Yet there was a passenger 
in the hansom — a man in evening dress, who was 
occupying practically all the seating acconunoda- 
tion and appeared to be quite imconcemed by the 
cabman's method of driving. 

" What's the matter, cabby? " said Laurence, 
as they came abreast. 

"Genl'man can't quite reelect his number," 
said the cabby. 

" Probably there are some papers about him 
that would solve the difficulty," said Laurence. 
" Ask hun." 

The cabman lifted the trap. " P'raps there'd 
be some letters in your pockets, sir, what would 
help you," he called through. 

On the question being repeated, the passenger 
grunted and told him to " Drive on." 

" But I don't know where to drive fe>," said the 
cabby, beginning to lose patience. 

"He doesn't know where to take you," said 

Laurence, putting a foot on the step and looking 

in. " Have you a card with you — some letters 

lything — showing the address? " 
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The passenger clapped his hand upon the 
neighbourhood of his breast pocket. " Prive 
letts," he said aggressively. 

" Yes, but there may be an address on the 
OiUside^^ said Laurence, calmly and distinctly. 

The face of the gentleman in the cab showed 
dawning comprehension of this striking con- 
tingency, and by slow degrees became illmninated 
with admiration of Laurence's inductive powers. 
He fumbled inside his coat for some moments 
without succeeding in reaching the interior of a 
pocket. Eventually he gave up the hopeless 
task and smiled benignly. " Prive letts," he 
said. 

Laurence conquered an intense inclination to 
laugh and pulled open the doors. " Try again,'* 
he said. " Let me help you." 

With his considerable, but tactfully-disguised, 
assistance the other succeeded in extracting 
three or four letters, which he inunediately 
dropped on the floor. Laurence picked them up 
and held one to the oil-lamp at the back of the 
cab. In the flood of its yellow light he read the 
name: Harvey Elwes, Esq. 

He was not completely surprised. The possi- 

biUty had occurred to him. He knew Harvey's 

procUvities and he knew the neighbourhood to be 
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his. But he was distressed and deeply indignant. 
This was Cynthia's husband — this ! This was the 
man who broke her life. The thought of her 
stirred him strongly to lay ungentle hands on the 
pitiful pulp in the cab. Since shuffling out the 
letters he had once more peacefully collapsed 
into a comer. 

Laurence was a man of the world. He knew its 
temptations and its follies. He had come through 
most of them himself. If he could not justify, 
he could find excuses for a man who lived miser- 
ably and who turned to drink for temporary 
oblivion; he could imderstand one whose home 
life was merely colourless seeking excitement in 
alcohol. But the conduct of Harvey Elwes 
staggered him. It was beyond his comprehension 
that a man with such a woman for his wife could 
deUberately obUterate the blessing granted him in 
this amazing piggery. 

He looked at him steadily for a few seconds 
and then himched him up sufficiently to make 
room for himself by his side. He gave the 
address to the cabman, who was still holding up 
the trap. 

" I shall see him home," he said : " I know 

something of him." 

Harvey had permitted himself even greater 
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extension than usual and was almost helpless. 
Lowering him from the cab was a difficult and 
tedious process. He stumbled on the steps of 
his house and would have fallen but for Laurence's 
supporting arm. The latter felt in his pocket 
without ceremony and extracted his latch- 
key. 

" Now, be quiet— do you hear? " he said per- 
emptorily, as he inserted it noiselessly in the 
lock. 

It was dark in the hall. Laurence moment- 
arily loosed his charge to feel for his match-box. 
Harvey tripped over the mat and lurched heavily 
upon a picture on the wall, shivering the glass. 
The loud clatter was followed by complete silence. 
Laurence listened intently, biting his Up; he even 
resisted the temptation to crush Harvey's arm, 
fearful of making him cry out. Then there was a 
movement upstairs, and a light from above 
penetrated to the hall, jumping swiftly from wall 
to wall. By degrees it grew steadier and wider. 
Footsteps were coming down, and there was a 
light sweep of skirts on the stairs. At last the 
beam became stationary, and Cynthia stood at the 
head of the first flight, wrapped in a white dressing- 
gown, the light from a candle in her hand shining 

up into her face. She looked down at the two 
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figures in the shadow, and then cabnly descended 
the remaining steps and went into the dining- 
room. 

"Will you bring him in here, please," she 
said. 

The undemonstrative tone struck more poig- 
nantly to Laurence's heart than a cry of distress 
would have done. It was the tone of the drunkard's 
wife, famiharised to such scenes. At that moment 
he could have gratefully throttled the life from the 
helpless weight of flesh he was supporting. He 
steered him into the dining-room and seated him 
on the couch. Then he turned round. C3mthia 
had switched on the Ught. 

" Laurence! " 

It was not a cry. It was a breathless undertone, 
intensely charged with amazement, with conster- 
nation, with deep, imcontroUable gladness. 

The name struck a worn chord in the memory 
of the drunken man. It was one which had been 
sorely on his mind since he had seen it at the 
bottom of Cjmthia's letter. 

"What," he drivelled, " Laurence— fren' o' 

mine — ^brought him home." He waggled his 

head from one to the other. "Laurence — ^wife. 

Fren' o' mine. Haf drink — wacher like — Oh, 

lorM " He was overcome with a fit of nausea, 
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and bowed his head into his hands, retching 
horribly. 

" Show me his room," said Laurence. 

Cjoithia led the way without speaking. In 
spite of his strenuous, drunken protests, uttered 
with absurdly attempted dignity, Laurence lifted 
Harvey in his arms and carried him bodily up the 
stairs. He took him into the room which Cynthia 
showed him, and then quietly bade her leave 
them. 

"Go back to your room," he said. "I will 
look after him." 

She went without a word, and he closed the 
door. With some diflftculty he managed to get 
Harvey's clothes off and rolled him into bed. 
The latter appeared to realize, as the process 
proceeded, that something was being done for 
him in the way of kindness, and his indignation at 
being carried upstairs gradually gave way to 
maudlin gratitude. Then some fancied indignity 
produced a recrudescence of contumacy and 
pugnadousness and he struggled ferociously against 
Laurence's ministrations. It took half an hour to 
get him into bed. Chejoie waited to see that he 
was disposed to be quiet, and then extinguished 
the light and opened the door. 

Cynthia was still standing on the landing, her 
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hands pressed to ]ier bosom. She had not stirred 
during the half hour. 

There was a second's pause while they faced one 
another. Then Cynthia mutely stretched out her 
hands to him. 
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CHAPTER XIX 

At five o'clock on the following morning Cynthia 
was sitting on the edge of her bed, bending side- 
ways to use it as a rest for a writing-pad, while she 
took pencil-notes of train times which Laurence 
read out from a Railway Guide. He was seated 
on the opposite side of the bed, the time-table in 
one hand, the other grasping an ankle crossed upon 
his knee. They were both partly dressed. 

" Do you think you can manage that? " he 
asked. 

Two-twenty? Yes, I think so," said C3mthia. 
You must have with you everything of your 
own that you value." 

" Yes." 

" Put the things you won't immediately want 
into separate cases. We will store them at 
Boulogne." 

" Yes," said Cynthia again. " I can begin 
packing at ten," she added. " I think there will 
be time." 

" Better get in a man to pack the knick-knacks," 
said Laurence. " He will do it better than you 
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and it will save time. If you don't reach Charing 
Cross before the train leaves, I shall stay there 
until you come, whenever it may be," 

" I am sure I shall be in time," said Cynthia; 
" unless — ^unless something — " 

" Send me a wire to the hotel, in that case, and 
we will make new arrangements. Better to get 
away without a row if possible, because of 
Eric. You could legally be forced to leave him 
behind." 

" I thought I would ask Bay to take him," she 
said, " till — ^till we are settled somewhere." 

" It will be far safer to take him out of the 
coimtry at once. These incredible brutes, if they 
get a ghost of a chance, will separate mother and 
child. He will not be much trouble to you. You 
can get a nurse for him in Boulogne, or, at anyrate, 
in Paris." 

Cynthia leaned across the bed and took his hand, 
holding it in both her own. " It is not the 
trouble I am thinking of," she said, " the trouble 
to me, I mean. Of course I should gladly under- 
take that. But why should you be burdened 
with a child, you poor dear, on our — our honey- 
moon? " 

" Burdened! " said Laurence, smiling. " Eric 

and I were old pals when you were still a stranger. 
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If his mother refused to come too, I wouldn't 
promise not to kidnap him." 

Cynthia laughed. Then she came doser. ** I 
beUeve," she whispered, " I believe it is going to 
be all— all Eden.'' 

She stretched to him, and he took her in his 
arms, his lips on hers. 

Suddenly she started to an upright posture. 

" Listen ! " she said. 

A board had creaked outside the door. It was 
followed by a faint shuffling, and then by the 
sound of footsteps descending the stairs, quietly, 
stealthily. 

"A servant," said Laurence. He looked at 
the dock. " It is after five. I ought to have 
gone before." 

It is not a servant," said Cynthia, quietly. 

There are no skirts, the step is too heavy, and 
I know it." 

Laurence looked at her. 

" Harvey," she said. 

There was a momentary pause. "Oh, pre- 
posterous!" said Laurence. "No man could 
do it. He was helpless four hours ago." 

"Harvey does it invariably," said Cynthia. 

" He is always recovered by the morning. It is 

he, Laurence." 

214 



(C 




Cynthia in the Wilderness 



" But why has he gone downstairs? " 

" I don't know; unless to get assistance. He 
would be capable of it." 

"' It will mean a row, I am afraid," said 
Laurence, "and trouble about Eric. I think 
you had better stay here and let me go down and 
see him first." 

" No, no." Cjmthia climg to him. They had 
both stood up. " I won't be left without you 
now. Besides, he may not have heard us at all; 
he may only have gone down for brandy." 

While she spoke, the footsteps again creaked 
on the stairs, this time ascending. The gradual, 
steady approach struck Cjmthia with sudden 
panic for Laurence's sake. She fancied Harvey, 
murderously jealous, with a loaded firearm in his 
hand. She dragged back the curtains from a 
recess where she hirng some of her dresses. 

" Come in here," she said urgently. " He may 
open the door incidentally — just to look at me — 
he sometimes does. For my sake — ^for my sake," 
she entreated. 

Laurence smiled reassuringly. " You don't 

mean that," he said. " You have not thought. 

Whatever is bringing him here, he must be faced. 

If he wants to have a knock at me, I shall not 

grudge it him." 
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" But his malice is capable of anything," urged 
Cynthia. She was trembling. "He has no 
control." 

" No need to be nervous, sweetheart." Laurence 
took her hand. " I will see that he is not allowed 
to be too reckless. But one can forgive him some 
passion. Really, I can't help being sorry for 
him: he is losing such a world." 

" It has never been his," said Cynthia, clinging 
to his arm, speaking with a little tremulous 
laughter. "He doesn't know the use of 
worlds." 

The last word was one of those which she 
always intoned with pecuhar sweetness. Before 
it had left her Ups — ^vibrating slightly with the 
happy, nervous laughter — the door had been 
flimg open. Harvey heard it; Harvey saw her 
holding tight to Laurence's shirt-sleeved arm, 
looking up into his face, while she gave it 
voice. 

There was an odd mixture of dissoluteness and 

gravity in his appearance. Still showing slight 

traces of the previous night's excesses, and plainly 

charged to the point of explosion with a sense of 

outrage, he had evidently promised himself to 

meet the situation he expected to find with calm, 

judicial dignity. Nevertheless, he had not con- 
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sidered it advisable to come unarmed. In his 
right hand he was grasping a golf-club, a heavy 
aluminium putter* 

He stopped inside the door. 

"I've caught you!" he said, in his quick 
tones, breathing fast. "I thought something 
was going on. I've caught you red-handed." 
He moved a step nearer them. "Leave that 
man, Cynthia. Sit down. You and I must have 
some conversation. As for you " — ^he looked at 
Laurence and moved aside from the open door 
with a gesture of contempt — " kindly go. I shall 
deal with you later." 

Laurence took in the spectacle of this as- 
tonishing Uttle man with a feeling verging upon 
admiration. Consistently careless of his wife's 
interest where it conflicted with his own, prodigal 
of his little infidelities, hopelessly incapable, a 
few hours before, of walking upstairs, he was 
now pluming, strutting, playing the injured 
husband, not only with amazing verisimilitude, 
but with obviously genuine belief in his quali- 
fication. 

" Put down that ridiculous club, Harvey," 

said Cynthia. She loosed Laurence's arm but 

did not leave his side. " You have not come to 

look for burglars." 
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" No, I have come to look for a serpent," said 
Harvey, with white solemnity. 

"A serpent who carried you up to bed last 
night when you were not in a condition to walk. 
Please don't talk in absurd heroics. You are 
very foolish to come here and force a scene, 
knowing your record. I have not told you once 
during our married life what your own actions 
have driven me to think of you, but I will do so 
now. Virtually, from the beginning, you have 
cast upon me the indignity of nominal wifehood; 
the feeble instinct, which you consider virtue, has 
been deliberately provoked, whenever it suited 
ypu, to carry you gratuitously into squalid 
infidelities; you have acquired the habit of drink 
without predisposition, and indulged it without 
one thought of me or the degradation it put upon 
me ; the word ' control ' is not in your dictionary. 
I don't hate you: you are not big enough to 
hate. I hardly despise you: you are too 
pitiable to despise. But I am no longer your 
wife." 

Harvey listened to her, aghast, incredulous — 

his mouth slightly open. Never, never had 

anything approaching such a view of himself 

been presented to him by anyone ; not his wildest 

nightmare could have put it into Cynthia's 
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mouth. Cynthia's! Some change he knew had 
taken place m her — some doud he knew had come 
between them of late — ^but nothing to prepare 
him for this astomiding voUe-face, His perusal 
of her letter had shown him that she had fallen 
under pernicious influences in Scotland. He 
looked upon that as the result of a few weeks* 
exclusion from his protection and counsel, for 
which he blamed himself. Not for one moment 
had it occurred to him that she could put for- 
ward a claim of provocative conduct on his 
part. At the first lash of her words he was 
affected to acute self-pity by the thought that 
she could so misjudge him, prove capable of such 
depth of ingratitude. After all his thought, all 
his unremitting care, aU his constant tender 
solicitude! For one or two moments he hovered 
on the verge of tears. Before she had come 
to an end, however, another feeling had got 
hold of him: the fierce feeling of resent- 
ment of the imjustly maligned, coupled with a 
gloating consciousness of power to make it 
felt. 

"You can't help it," he cried, almost with 
glee. " You have to be." 

" I intend to help it," said Cynthia. " I have 

not been your wife in fact since you insulted me 
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in the spring. For the future I shall not be your 
wife even in semblance." 

" What do you mean? " He pressed a little 
forward, sudden fright in his tone. 

" That I am going to leave you for ever." 

"What!" 

Harvey almost jumped. In spite of his fierce 
jealousy and the blow to his pride, he had found 
almost an element of enjoyment in the rdle of 
injured and magnanimous husband; it produced 
a feeling of superiority. He had privatdy in- 
tended to punish his erring wife by excluding her 
for a time from his society ; and then, when the 
period of isolation had lasted sufficiently long to 
induce penitence and a return of true perceptions, 
to allow himself to be persuaded to restore her to 
the Ught of his countenance. But this declaration 
of hers was a deadening blow, utterly imlooked- 
f or, which went intensely home ; for it carried with 
it, besides the detraction of personal prestige and 
of the social respectabiUty which was so dear to 
him, the loss of the only woman in the world he 
had ever cared for, or could care for. 

" You can't! " he shrieked. 

Cynthia made no reply. 

He stepped dose up to her, passion breaking 
out of him. "Why don't you answer? Why 
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don't you speak? Do you think I am going 
to let you go away and make me look a 
fool? " 

He caught her furiously by her bare arm above 
the elbow, and would have violently wrenched her. 
But an iron hand came down like a thunderbolt, 
a grip of steel fell on his wrist. He yapped with 
pain and released his wife, leaving the marks of 
his fingers on the white flesh, and, livid with 
passion, turned upon Laurence, who again stood 
motionless. With all his force he brought the 
heavy dub down upon his head. It struck 
with a sickening thud, and Laurence fell Uke a 
log. 

The next moment Harvey stood pale and 
trembling with terror at his own work. 

" Lord, what have I done? " he cried. " I 
didn't mean to hit him so hard. I swear I didn't. 
I swear I didn't, Cynthia." 

With a cry of exquisite anguish Cynthia had 
dropped upon Laurence almost in the same 
instant that he fell himself. She tore open his 
shirt and pressed her ear upon his heart; she 
lifted his hands, one after the other, and held 
them tight to her bosom ; she spread herself upon 
him and himgrily kissed his neck, his lips, his 
cheek, his eyes; she raised his head with infinite 
tenderness and laid it upon her lap. 
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Harvey stood and watched her, daring neither 
to approach nor to recede. 

She looked up at last, her arms still about 
Laurence. The scorn in her eyes burned through 
every nerve of his trembling body. 

But her words came with frozen calm: " Fetch 
a doctor. And if you have any care for your 
skin, go quickly. For if he dies " — she pressed 
her cheek to Laurence's lips — " if he dies — you — 
you — swings 
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CHAPTER XX 

The ingenious reader, versed in the art of putting 
two and two together, will have gathered that 
the world to which Bay would come back, on her 
return from Scotland, was one which had lost its 
savour. By that time her pretty flat had relapsed 
a Uttle from its sununer freshness, had gleaned 
again some of the inevitable London grime. She 
was not displeased to find it so ; it agreed with her 
outlook. A bright and gay environment would 
have seemed a mockery. She felt herself, for the 
future, grey, dull, flat, receded from freshness, 
gathering grime. 

She had once said to Cynthia that a young 
widow either must re-marry or she must die. 
She had been quite serious, and she still thought 
it. But it did not seem to her now, as it had 
seemed then, that she would be Hkely to re-marry. 
There is a saying about fish in the sea.* It ap- 
peared to Bay, as she sat in her lonely evenings 
in her lonely drawing-room, an open book on her 
lap, looking into her fire, that, of all absurd 

doctrines, the doctrine it embodied was the most 
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so. Its force might have been apparent, she 
thought, had it chanced that she had been bom 
a cat, or a sheep, or even a man. That mys- 
terious demand which has inspired most of the 
world's greatest poets and many of its greatest 
painters and musicians, which has formed the 
theme of ahnost every work of fiction which 
has ever been penned, which meets us at every 
turn of our daily life, which is evident in every 
newspaper, every ladies' journal, every book- 
seller's, print-seller's, song-seller's window, which 
we call love, which we call emotion, which we call 
anjrthing that will serve to hide what appears to 
us its fundamental impropriety, but which, 
whether we care to recognise it or not, is essenti- 
ally rooted in physical desire — ^that demand can 
reach an intensity in woman perhaps inappre- 
ciable by man, but it is directed in one current 
upon a particular object, it is recognisable only in 
relation to a single individual. The compre- 
hensive inclination of the male towards the 
feminine world is rarely matched by corresponding 
cathoUcism in the other sex. For a man a woman, 
for a woman the man. 

Bay had suffered in Scotland perhaps more 
than she had supposed she had capacity within 

her to suffer. Until she had changed her room 
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she had endured a degree of mental and physical 
torture which had left her sane almost to her 
surprise. She ached to receive, but the rack had 
been strung the tightest by the knowledge that 
another was giving — ^giving what every fibre of 
her being yearned, above all else, to give. Look- 
ing back out of the grey days in London, she was 
conscious of a duller, deeper hurt: that, come 
what might, whatever changes in the wheel of 
fortune, she could never give as Cynthia had 
given, as Cynthia, while she lived, could always 
give. Even the possibility of conferring the 
utmost had been ^removed from her. That was 
a loss which no one could make good to her, not 
even Cynthia herself. 

Laurence had been to see her during his stay 
in town, had brought her' a handsome jewelled 
bangle as a souvenir of the Tannadice visit and 
of her office of hostess — a, present from Frank 
and himself. For several days after his visit it 
had lain unviewed in a cabinet in the drawing- 
room. Then one afternoon she yielded to herself 
and took otit the case to look at it again. It was 
very pretty and must have cost a considerable 
sum. Her office of hostess! Had it been a 
souvenir of a tenderer tie, she would have flung 

it back in his face, but she would have kissed his 
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footprints when he had gone. Had it been an 
offering to pave the way to her grace, she would 
have crushed it under her feet, but she would 
have thrown her arms round his neck. 

Presently she drew up the sleeve of her dress 
and snapped the bangle on her arm. She had a 
pretty arm with a slender wrist, and the sparkling 
circlet looked well upon it. A woman's skin is 
the one supreme background for diamonds. Th^ 
are lost on the stuff of a dress — such a setting 
degrades them. If you have reached the age, 
which we all must reach, when dJcoUeU gowns 
have become no longer seemly nor advantageous, 
face the fact soberly, cease to deck yourself with 
wasted, foolish finery, give your diamonds to your 
daughter or your niece, to your nearest female 
relative with a skin to justify them, to some 
one of the thousands of women who possess 
the background in perfection, but have no 
diamonds. 

Bay possessed the background in perfection. 
It passed through her mind as she looked at the 
bangle — ^it had passed through her mind before 
— ^that Laurence did not know that. Perhaps — 
oh, much more than perhaps! — ^he would never 
know it. He would go down to the grave, and 
she would go down to the grave, and he would 
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not know it. Her face — ^her face which was the 
least beautiful part of her — ^was the only impres- 
sion he would ever have of her. He had not even 
offered to put the bangle on her arm. Had it 
been Cynthia's arm, would he have put it on? 
Had he ever — oh, God, Cynthia did not have to 
be gauged by her face alone, and her face was 
beautiful! The odds were outrageously unfair. 
She snapped ofi the bangle with an impatient 
cry beneath her breath. Almost at the same 
moment the door was opened. 

" Mrs Elwes," said the maid. 

Cynthia walked into the room more quickly 
than was her wont, clad in furs. Bay threw the 
bangle on its case and got up. 

" Oh, I have been thinking such hard things of 
you," she said. 

"That is the worst of news just now," said 
Cynthia. "Why?" 

" For one thing, because you have not been to 
see me for so long." 

" I am afraid you will have very good reason 

to complain of me for the opposite reason for a 

while," said Cynthia. She put up her veil and 

inclined her face to be kissed, perfectly naturally 

and spontaneously, and yet with something in the 

action which informed the recipient that she was 
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receiving a favour not indiscriminately con- 
ferred. " Before I talk, may Eric and his nurse 
come up— they are in the cab— and all our luggage, 
everything we have in the world? " 

A request laden with such sensational sug- 
gestion would have provoked many women to 
bombard her immediately with questions. Bay 
was not constituted in that way. Without a word 
she left the room and gave the necessary orders. 
It was sufficiently apparent to her that a crisis 
in Cynthia's affairs had been reached, but for the 
moment her practical assistance was obviously 
of superior importance to her sympathy or 
advice. When everything had been settled, and 
Eric and the nurse duly installed in an improvised 
nursery, she gave notice to her maid that she was 
invisible for the remainder of the afternoon and 
returned to the drawing-room. Cynthia, who 
had removed her outer things, had returned 
there also and was standing by the fire. 

"What a dear, generous, unselfish being you 

are! " she said, with a rush of feeling. " I believe 

you have the kindest heart in the world. I 

wonder who else would have accepted a sudden 

inclusion of three able-bodied people with so 

Uttle fuss? " 

" You wouldn't wonder," said Bay, " if you 
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had tried soKtary confinement for nearly three 
years." 

Cynthia sat down. " It has sometimes struck 
me as rather paradoxical," she said, " that I, 
who never reaUy had a husband, should have a 
chUd; while you, who had a husband for several 
years of your life, have none." 

" The luck equalises itself," said Bay, calmly. 
"We are not allowed to have it every way. 
Providence compensates vapid marriages and puts 
a penalty on too much happiness." 

" It is fairer so," said Cynthia. " Life for me 
would not have been bearable but for Eric. Now, 
more than ever, it would not be bearable." 

Bay pulled her chair to the fire and put her toes 
on the fender, slightly drawing up her skirts. 
" What has happened? " she said. 

Cynthia turned her face to her : " Laurence 
is in a hospital in Anne Street — ^a nursing 
home — alive, but no more." 

" Laurence! " Bay uttered the name slowly, 
almost under her breath. The intelligence took 
her completely at a disadvantage. She had 
been expecting to hear of some last insufferable 
outrage perpetrated by Harvey, of a quarrel, 
perhaps, and a breach. She became white, 
almost haggard. Then, suddenly, her eyes 
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lighted and her cheeks burned. " Throngh you ? '* 
she flashed. 

Cynthia was startled by her vehemence, a little 
distressed, but she did not flinch. "Yes," she 
said, "through me indirectly; directly through 
Harvey." 

Bay flung fierce contempt at the name. " He! 
That flabby, pulseless thing! How could he? " 

" He did," said Cynthia, quietly. 

" By some low, vile, underhand means? " 

" Yes," said Cynthia, " by low, vile, under- 
hand means: by a blow in the dark, a blow when 
Laurence was unprepared, without warning, a 
blow with a murderous instrument with a leaden 
head." 

" Oh! " cried Bay, springing up in a blaze of 
indignant wrath, " that such vermin should live! " 

" And that such men should die! " said Cynthia. 
"Oh, no, no, no! " she called out, startled by 
her own expression of a heavy fear, " that could 
never be — surely — ^never — ^never." 

The poignant distress in her voice and in her 

face did not touch Bay. She could not feel for 

her yet. Indeed, for a while she came near to 

hating her. She had forgiven her for loving 

Laurence, for obtaining his love, for all the 

injury she had unconsciously done her; but if 
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she had brought him to death it seemed to her 
that she could never forgive her. 

"You are miserable now," she said im- 
patiently; "but why did you do it — ^why — ^why 
— ^why? " Every repetition of the little word 
came out with more strenuous emphasis. 

Cynthia turned her eyes upon her with quiet 
surprise. " Why did I do what? " she said. 

"You knew yom: husband's mean passions 
and his cowardly code. Why did you expose 
Lamrence to them? Was that all yom: love was 
worth? — to lure him, for your own selfish satis- 
faction, to the house of a man capable of anything 
but of facing him squarely and openly? " 

For several seconds Cynthia restrained herself 

from replying. Nothing arouses om: passions 

so potently as a bitter attack which we know to 

be undeserved; and there is a double hurt in 

stinging taunts when they issue from a soiurce to 

which we have come in the siure expectation of 

obtaining sympathy and support. Deep within 

her Cynthia had strong and fierce passions, but 

they were under her control in proportion to thtir 

depth, and were rarely permitted to break into 

flame. Her sense of injury stirred her powerfully 

to flash back upon Bay a vivid and indignant 

retort; but she was conscious, even while the 
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temptation was upon her, that the latter had 
spoken hastily, moved by affection for her cousin, 
whose injury would undoubtedly not have be- 
fallen but for his association with herself. 

" You are very unjust," she said, quite quietly, 
at length. " If anyone else had spoken in that 
way I wouldn't have stooped to explain; I 
wouldn't have allowed them to put me <mi my 
defence. But I don't want you to think worse 
of me than I deserve; your good opinion is one 
of the very few in the world which it would make 
me really imhappy to lose. I did not lure 
Laurence to the house. On the contrary, he 
came against my express desire, against my 
earnest entreaty." 

Bay was quickly contrite. No other cause 
could have made her speak harshly to Cynthia. 

She dropped into a chair beside her, snatched 

her hand, and pressed it to her bosom. " Forgive 

me, dearest. I love you too much to misjudge 

you when I'm sane. There are some things you 

don't know — ^which I don't want you to know — 

but you would understand me better if you did. 

Tell me everything that has happened since — 

since the night at Tannadice when you spoilt my 

sleep? " 

Csmthia had been chary since that night of 
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making a confidante even of Bay. In the exultation 
of her joy, through the intervention of an im- 
mediate opportunity, she had opened her heart to 
her then for the first and only time. But she 
related everything now: her last conversation 
with Laurence on the moor; Harvey's conduct 
since her return; the incident of the letter; the 
circumstances of Laurence's visit ; the final scene. 

" The doctor did not say very much," she con- 
cluded. " Probably he was a good deal mystified, 
poor man. Harvey told him shivering, trans- 
parent lies to explain the cause. He talked 
obscurely about not being able to discover the 
extent of the injury without a more detailed 
examination. But he evidently thought it almost 
as bad as it could be. As soon as he learnt that 
Laurence was only visiting London, he was 
anxious to get him removed at once to a private 
hospital. He was not more anxious than L I 
went with him to the hospital with Laurence, 
and then I came back and fetched Eric. Never, 
never will I go inside that house again." 

For a long time Bay sat without speaking, 
leaning forward, her chin on her hands, staring 
intently into the fire. 

" Where is he now? " she said at last. 

" Harvey? " 
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Bay nodded without changing her attitude. 
Her mouth was firmly closed. 

"Still in the house," said Cynthia, "and 
hardly Ukely to leave it for the present, I think. 
He fancies every poUceman he sees is coming to 
arrest him." 

"He has no right to be free. Why didn't 
you give him in charge? " 

Cynthia turned her face and gazed at her. 
" What, Bay? " she said, with quiet astonish- 
ment. 

" No, of course you couldn't." 

"But even if it had not meant any pubUc 
prying into my affairs I could not have handed 
him over to the poUce. Much as I loathe him, 
I could not have done that." 

" But if Laurence— dies? " She spoke rigidly, 
her breath tight, her features set. 

" He can't — I won't let him," cried Cynthia, 
poignantly. "Don't talk in that cold, horrible 
way. It's unthinkable, impossible, unbear- 
able! " 

" If Laurence dies? " repeated Bay, steadily. 

" It would have to come out," said Cynthia, 

forcing herself to face the thought. " No doubt 

it could not be avoided. Harvey — " 
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"Would have to be arrested — ^would have to 
be tried — ^would have to be hanged? '* 

" If Laurence dies, I should not think it unjust, 
I could not think it unjust — even that." Cynthia 
spoke slowly, looking in front of her, her eyes 
motionless. "But I should not like Harvey to 
die in that way." 

"You are a sentimental fool," cried Bay, 
turning upon her with sudden fierceness. " I 
hate inflicted pain, I hate bloodshed and cruelty 
and killing. I think the civilised world is half 
barbarous still. I don't believe we are justified 
in killing harmless creatures even for our sus- 
tenance. But there are certain animals, human 
and other, which have no right to hve, which are 
not only useless, but vitiate the air and are noxious 
and dangerous to their fellows. If I saw a snake 
I should kill it if I could; but nothing would make 
me kill a pigeon, though I were starving. What 
single baseness, vileness, meanness has your 
husband shown himself incapable of that for him 
awy death could be too ignominious? " 

" It would be dreadful beyond words," said 
Cynthia. 

"But what," Bay persisted — "what ex- 
tenuating claim can you put forward for him? " 

" I cannot say what," Cynthia replied slowly. 
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" I don't think he has ever, all through his life, 
done anything to benefit a fellow-creature." 

A Uttle later she went to her room to he down, 
worn out by the strenuous, tragic day. 

But Bay still sat thinking over the fire. 
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CHAPTER XXI 

" Of course, they have operated," said Bay. 

She was sitting beside Frank Cheyne in a 
hansom, returning from a visit to the hospital. 
A doctor," she proceeded, after a short pause, 

is a man who comes into a house with a purr in 
his voice and a knife in his sleeve; and you are 
uncommonly lucky if you can get him out without 
having the knife driven into you. With some 
of them it is almost a mania ; they are drunk for 
blood. I know that to my cost," she added, with 
a shudder. " I have felt their hideous knives, 
and sometimes I dream of them." 

" They told me it was the only chance," said 
Frank Cheyne. 

" They alwa}^ do," said Bay. ** They operate 

experimentally, for diagnosis, even to satisfy 

their scientific curiosity. They won^t try other 

methods; they know none; they won*t study 

them; they are up-to-date. Every healing 

property and power is subordinated to surgery, 

almost obliterated by it. The thinnest excuse 

237 



Cynthia in the Wilderness 

is sufficient for their own consciences, and the 
relatives are frightened into acquiescence." 

" Do you mean you think I ought not to have 
agreed? " said Frank. 

" No ; you were bound to agree. There is the 
hideous subtlety of it. It is offered to you as the 
one chance of Ufe; and, as it is not your own 
Ufe, you daren't take the responsibiUty of re- 
fusing. There is just a possibiUty that it may 
be the only chance; the only one, at any rate, 
which has not been lost in the modem passion for 
surgery." 

Laurence had now been in the hospital four 

days and had not yet recovered consciousness. 

The long periods of heavy lethargy, in which for 

the most part he lay, were less distressing to those 

who watched him than his intervening fits of 

violent deliriiun. He would suddenly conceive 

intense antagonism to particular people about 

him, imagining a sinister design in their presence 

or ministrations, and would struggle to get at 

them with frenzied force which needed the utmost 

efforts of the male nurses to restrain. On the 

second morning, C3mthia and Bay, moving 

quietly about his bed, had been transformed 

by his distraught mind into vampires seeking his 

blood. Starting up in bed, he had swept them 
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from him, driving them trembUng into a comer, 
with curses and imprecations, doubly terrible 
to hear from Ups which, in sanity, were never 
intemperate in speech. That day Cynthia had 
cried bitterly in the cab on the way home, and 
Bay, sitting by her side, Ustening to her sobs, 
had looked silently out at the foggy street, with 
compressed Ups and steady eyes. All the after- 
noon and evening C3nithia had found her unre- 
sponsive, ruminative, inclined to be irritable, 
almost morose. For a day they had kept away 
from the hospital, fearing to excite him. When 
they had gone again he had talked to them 
quietly, but without knowing them. 

" In a general way," said Frank, in reply to 
Bay's remark, " I daresay there is a good deal of 
truth in all that. I have no great fancy, for 
instance, for the modem fad for cutting children's 
throats about. Probably, on the whole, it means 
a lot of needless cruelty, though it is as much the 
fault of the parents as the doctors. If a man 
said plainly that he would not have his child cut, 
the surgeon would have to put his knife in his 
pocket instead of his twenty-five guineas. But 
in Laurence's case I don't know what else you 
were to do. It is obvious that you can't relieve 

the pressure of a bone on the brain by medicines.'* 
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" Perhaps not," said Bay, a little grudgingly. 
^^But, in any case, I maintain that the aim of 
medical science should be less to save life than to 
save pain. If it can only be saved at the cost of 
Ufe, it is better to pay the cost. At present 
we practise the reverse and inflict pain to save 
life. Years ago human life used to be regarded 
too Ughtly. Now we have gone to the other 
extreme and exaggerated its sacredness. De- 
formed, maimed, stunted life is preserved at any 
price of pain." 

"So you subscribe to the doctrine of the 
elimination of the unfit? " said Frank. 

"No— of the suffering. Ten years of pain — 
who would willingly live through it? Does any- 
one ever think of the pain, mental and physical, 
that is ceaselessly endured — ceaselessly — because 
life must not be sacrificed? Mere death, put in 
the balance against that tremendous weight of 
suffering, would be insignificant. What does 
the prolongation of life come to in the long run? 
You might die to-morrow, and I might live 
another forty, fifty, sixty years. In the end, 
the only difference would be that you would be 
remembered as a young man and I as an old 
woman." 

" Yes, but as a yoimg one too." 
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" People are remembered at the age at which 
they die," said Bay. " Haven*t you yet found 
that out? Lady Jane Grey and Anne Boleyn 
are eternally young. Time can never make them 
an5^hing else. If they had not been beheaded 
they might have Uved into shrivelled age and 
have been so remembered. Every year you live 
is making you older, not temporarily, but ever- 
lastingly. Once Uved, a year won't be obUterated 
to the end of time : you stamp it on your features 
for ever. Queen Victoria was as young as Lady 
Jane Grey at one time; but she lived to a great 
age, and so in our minds we see her old, and in the 
minds of future generations she will always be old. 
They will see pictures of her in youth, but the 
permanent, steadfast impression will be of an old 
woman. She has left a great name and she 
personifies a great era, but if the choice were put 
to me, as a woman, I would rather have Lady 
Jane Grey's perpetual youth.'* 

" So you argue," said Frank, " that the murders 
of Lady Jane Grey and Anne Boleyn were justi- 
fied, on the ground that they perpetuated pleasant 
youthful pictures of them? " 

"Owl!" said Bay. 

"At any rate, I don't agree with you," pro- 
ceeded Frank, imabashed. " For my part, if 
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it were a matter of choice, I should certainly 
prefer to keep going on and take things as they 
came, even the chance of descending to posterity 
an octogenarian.** 

"Your personal feeling is worth very little,*' 
said Bay : " you are not a normal case. You are 
healthy, you are young, you are rich ; you are one 
of the very, very few people in the world to whom 
life is all roses.** 

" You say that to me,** said Frank, with some 
reproach, ** when you know my errand in town, 
my errand this morning? ** 

"TTiat doesn't affect the composition of 
your lot in Ufe: it is a shadow passing across 
it.*' 

" I hope it may be," said Frank. " I hope to 
heaven it may be.** 

" If it comes to that,** he went on, a moment 
later, " I don't know that you yourself have very 
much to complain about. You are well off and 
yoimg and healthy and independent; the world 
Ues before you ; you have everything that women 
covet.** 

" For all that,** said Bay, " I would willingly 

exchange fates with that flower-girl who is flirting 

with a customer.** 

" Oh, come. Bay, you are morbid." 
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" I don't think so," said Bay; " but you may 
have it that way if you Uke." 

"No one could ever accuse you of not 
doing your own thinking," said Frank, after 
a pause. " You are certainly entitled to the 
suffrage." 

"Thank you," said Bay; "I don't want it. 
A hand-cuffed man wouldn't be particularly 
grateful to you for rubbing the dust off his 
manacles. I beUeve in the complete enfranchise- 
ment and independence of women ; but you must 
begin at the beginning. It amuses me to see these 
ladies, who are so anxious to build the house of 
their freedom, struggling to grub up the grass 
from a piece of groimd with an oak tree in the 
middle of it. To offer us a parliamentary vote 
— a vote ! — while you keep us shackled in 
the ignominious bondage of marriage is a ridi- 
culous contradiction and insultingly futile. A 
woman can't take support with one hand 
and govern the country with the other. Let us 
get complete independence: then we will face 
you." 

" You object to marriage, and yet you marry! " 

" I have heard that remark at least fifty times 

before,'* said Bay. " It soimds stupider every 

time it is repeated, and it was fatuous at the 
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beginning. By manying we don't set the seal 
of our approbation upon marriage as an institu- 
tion. We marry because we have to; because 
it is the only system that exists. We are governed 
by the majority. We may not care for the present 
form of government, but we have to submit to it 
while it lasts." 

" In oiher words,*' said Frank, calmly, " you 
mean that you have not got the courage of your 
conviction? " 

" I mean nothing of the kind," said Bay, quite 
unmoved. " My conviction is that the abolition 
of compulsory ties is good for the commimity, 
not for isolated individuals. It is bad for isolated 
individuals, because it results in wholesale 
ostracism. People may pretend to scorn it, but 
wholesale ostracism must stunt growth of all 
kinds and utterly warp one's faculties, besides 
closing the door to every useful outlet of 
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energy. 

"Any other system would be unpracticable," 
said Frank. 

" So the housekeeper says who has got used to 

domestic servants; so the old gentleman says 

who has got used to his lunch at one and his 

dinner at eight. Everything seems impracticable 

except the thing we are accustomed to. We 
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couldn't make a radical change even in the times 
of our meals without reorganising most of the 
other affairs of Ufe, but that doesn't mean that 
they are not reorganisable." 

" But why make a change at all? " 

" Because the present system is constricting, 
degrading, and sordid." 

"Oh, that is sheer dogmatising. Supposing 
I take a fancy to someone, and someone takes a 
fancy to me — ^it is unlikely, I admit, but im- 
likeUer things have happened — and supposing we 
each think we should Uke to spend the rest of 
our Uves together: why shouldn't we? " 

" You may do. I don't want to prevent you, 
but I don't want to bind you. The essence of a 
tie of that sort is its volimtariness." 

" Of coiurse," said Frank, a Uttle drily, " I 
have left out of the question its inherent im- 
morality." 

"A good thing for you you have," said 
Bay. 

They drove some distance in silence. 

" You are coming to lunch with me? " said 
Frank, as they approached his hotel. 

" Willingly, if only my own feelings had to be 

considered." 

" Whom else have you to think of? " 
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"Whom else? I have left my poor darling 
Cynthia at home, nursing a frightful head and 
sick for news." 

The cab stopped. Frank jimiped out. 

" You can telephone," he said. " Come along. 
You want a filUp — a bottle of Pommery. You 
have been tearing about the last few days, looking 
after everybody and everything, and you have 
got more out of gear than you realise." 

"Idiot!" 

" Out you come." 

He stretched out his hand. With a shrug of 
resignation, Bay put her foot on the step and 
sprang to the pavement. 

She went straight to the telephone in the hotel 
and waited impatiently for the answer to her 
caU. 

" Are you there? . . . Are you there? ... Is 

that you, Cynthia? . . . Oh — ^will you ask Mrs 

Elwes to come? . . . Yes. . . . Yes. . . • 

Bay. ... I am at the Ritz. . . . Yes, I am 

lunching with him. . . . They operated this 

morning. . . . The big man says there is a fair 

chance ... A fair chance — ^he won't say more 

than that. . . . It's touch and go, dear, it's no 

use pretending it's not. ... I shall call before 

I come home. . . . Yes. . . . Yes. ... By 
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tea-time — ^perhaps before — ^as soon as this brute 
will let me go. . . . How is the head? ... Go 
and he down again." 

She snapped back the ear-piece. 

" I don't know if you know it, Bay," said Frank, 
calmly, " but you have got into the habit of talk- 
ing of Mrs Elwes almost as if — ^well, almost as if 
she were Laurence's wife." 

" If she were," retorted Bay, " she would be a 
sister-in-law to be proud of." 

" I don't deny it, but that is hardly the point, 

since she has a husband Uving." He led her to 

a comer of the lounge. " You know more than I 

do about this affair. Bay, and you represent a sort 

of common meeting-ground of all concerned. 

Perhaps you think I see little because I say httle? 

That is not quite the case. I know that Mrs Elwes 

left her husband about the same time that Laurence 

met his mysterious accident in her house; and 

the inference is tolerably dear. So long as all 

goes right and he gets well I am quite content — 

both for his sake and for others — ^to make no 

awkward inquiries. But if things don't go 

right — ^if he should not get better — I fancy 

there is someone who ^will have to answer 

for it." 

Bay took a step towards him and looked 
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straight up into his face, her hands clenched, 
her eyes suddenly ablaze, her whole form 
tense. 

" Someone will have to answer for it," she said 
— " thank God/ " 
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CHAPTER XXII 

When the last of Cynthia's tnrnks had been 
carried downstairs, when Cynthia herself had 
clanged the front door behind her, Harvey was 
left in no doubt that her withdrawal was final 
and permanent. In ordinary circumstances the 
loss of his wife would have moved him to a state 
of distracted misery; the sense of the wrong he 
suffered would have borne upon him with tremend- 
ous force; he would have set about efforts to 
recover her in a ferment of twittering agitation. 
So heavy, however, was the dread which had 
settled upon him of the consequences of his 
crime, that Cynthia's departure passed almost 
unnoticed. He made no attempt to prevent her, 
to dissuade her, even to bid her farewell. Viewed 
in relation to the imminent danger he supposed 
to be surroimding him, it appeared an incident 
of such minor importance that it hardly affected 
him at all. 

For the first days he did not venture outside 
the house. He closeted himself in the small room 

upstairs, peering surreptitiously from the window, 
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shivering at the sight of a constable on his beat, 
starting violently at the sound of the front-door 
bell. During this period he consumed great 
quantities of tobacco, but, curiously enough, 
drank comparatively little. The fright had 
driven out of him the desire for alcohol. He sat 
for the most part in an easy-chair, one hand in 
his trouser-pocket, the other grasping the bowl of 
his pipe, staring in front of him with harassed, 
scared eyes, periodically removing the pipe from 
his mouth to swallow, periodically getting up to 
peer out of the window. That, with regular 
breaks for meals, represented practically his life 
for four days. 

He was tortured by his inabiUty to learn any- 
thing of Laurence's condition. No news reached 
him, and he dared not go to the hospital to inquire. 
He Uved in still exclusion. He heard the jingle 
of plate at meal times, he heard the servants 
occasionally moving about the house — ^he cared 
not whether they came or went — ^he heard the 
distant rumble of traffic, and that was all. So 
far as any definite conception of his motives had 
taken shape in his mind, he felt that, while he 
remained closeted away out of sight and hearing, 
he might be overlooked, forgotten; that to 

appear upon the streets, particularly to approach 
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the house where his victim lay, would be to invite 
recollection and reprisals. As the heavy days 
succeeded one another in stagnant silence, he 
pictured repeatedly, almost continuously, 
Laurence's death. The residue of his legal 
knowledge was sufl&cient to construct the sequel. 
There would be an inquest, to which, in the first 
instance, he would be summoned as a witness — 
a witness who would be cautioned before he gave 
evidence, quietly prevented from leaving the 
precincts of the court, and arrested when the 
jury had returned their verdict. Again and 
again he reached the conclusion that the first in- 
timation he would receive of Laurence's death 
must be his summons by the coroner's 
officer. 

On the fourth afternoon he had strung this chain 
of probabilities for the hundredth time, when a 
ring at the front-door bell was followed, after a 
short interval, by a heavy tread on the stairs. 
He immediately relinquished all hope, immedi* 
ately and completely collapsed. As the heavy 
step slowly and steadily came up, up, up, he 
drooped and crouched in his chair, flaccid and 
quivering. When it had reached the landing, and 
a hand was laid upon the knob of his door, he lost 

the last remnant of control; a violent spasm 
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wrung him, and, as the door opened, he turned a 
face of helpless terror upon — ^the Vet. 

The sturdy docter was a man of phlegmatic 
temperament, accustomed to take things very 
much as they came ; but Harvey's curious appear- 
ance caused him to pause for a moment in surprise. 
The latter was not immediately reassured by the 
sight of him : he supposed that he had come with 
the first friendly wammg, with a recommendation 
of instant flight. 

" Hello, Elwes! " said his visitor, drily. " You 
don't seem to be yourself." 

Harvey started up from his chair, recovering 
with an effort a semblance of his habitual bearing. 
" What have you heard? " he demanded sharply. 

The Vet became curious. " I don't see the 
point," he said. " What's in the wind? " 

" Why have you come? " said Harvey, obUvious 
of the civilities in his anxiety. 

"You are imcommonly hospitable," said the 
doctor, with a short laugh. " I was in the neigh- 
bourhood, so I thought I would look you up. 
Nobody has seen you for nearly a week." 

" I haven't been able to get out," said Harvey, 

quickly. His legs hardly supported him, but he 

beoame acutely anxious now to hide the cause 

of his fears. " Have a cigarette? " 
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Craven strode across the room with the slight 
suggestion of swagger that was natural in his 
gait and took one from the box. "Yes, but 
what has got hold of you, Elwes ? " he said, tapping 
the cigarette on the mantelpiece to shake down 
the tobacco. "When I came into the room I 
thought you were going to have a fit." 

" Nothing," said Harvey. " I've been a bit 
seedy. Have a drink? " 

" Queer complaint to take you in that way," 
said the Vet, helping himself. "Look here, 
Elwes — sit down — ^it appears to me that you have 
had a shock of some kind." 

Harvey, who was still slightly imsteady, dropped 
into his chair. 

" Been doing much of this? " proceeded Craven, 
calmly, spurting soda into his glass. 

" What do you mean? " said Harvey, 
bridling. 

"There's no need to get chippy. I've seen 
something of the effects of overdoing it; and 
when you go into a room and a man takes you 
apparently for a prehistoric beast, the idea isn't 
particularly outrageous." 

" It's a private trouble," said Harvey, 
shortly. 

" I'm sorry, old chap," said the Vet, patently 
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unconvinced, but willing to leave the matter at 
that. He sat down and crossed his legs; and if 
one could have inferred an3^thing from the ex- 
pression of his face, it would have been that the 
limit of his whisky-and-soda would be the limit 
of his visit. 

" Do you ever go to Anne Street, Vet? '* said 
Harvey suddenly, looking up with a bird-like 
sparkle in his eyes. In spite of his keen anxiety 
to avoid the subject that oppressed his mind, he 
could not resist the opportunity to search for 
possible scraps of information. 

" I have been,*' said the Vet. " What mak^ 
you ask? ** 

" I heard of it the other day," said; Harvey, 
lamely. " I was told there were private nursing 
homes there." 

Craven pricked up his ears. " All round tb^t 
neighbourhood," he said. " I've sometimes had 
patients in them." 

Harvey strove not to show too great an interest. 

Have you any there now? " 

No," said the Vet. He felt himself on the 

scent of something that might bear on Harvey's 

behaviour, and added sagaciously : " I often have 

to go through that district ; I can tell you anything 

you want to know about it." 
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" I suppose you would hear about important 
cases there? " 

" In a private hospital? " Craven was mildly 
tickled. " There would have to be some very ex- 
ceptional features." 

This brought Harvey to the end of his tether. 
He was not quite sure what Craven meant by 
" exceptional features " ; the expression alarmed 
him, and he dared not press for elucidation. He 
felt it might probably have some reference to foul 
play. His mind, by continual brooding, had so 
coloured the matter that preyed upon it, that he 
believed one had only to go to the neighbourhood 
of Anne Street to find the staple subject of con- 
versation to be Laurence's condition and the 
circumstances attending his injury. He pictured 
the house in which he lay beset by a perpetual 
stream of nurses, surgeons and visitors; some- 
times, in his darker images, by imdertakers* men 
and coroner's officers, lawyers and poUce. If 
Craven had passed there in the last few daj^ it 
seemed very unUkely that he could be without 
some inkling of what was going on. "Excep- 
tional features " had an ominous sound. 

He darted away from the dangerous topic, 
fluttered about it in narrowing circles, and eventu- 
ally plunged into it again from a different side. 
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" I suppose youVe often had cases of fracture? " 
he said. 

" Fracture of what? " 

" The skuU." 

"The skull!" said the Vet. His speculative 
interest was again touched. " I have seen plenty 
of cases in hospital. They are not very common 
in general practice." 

" I suppose it*s dangerous? " 

"To have your head broken!" The doctor 
smiled. " Yes, it's tolerably dangerous, Elwes." 
But they sometimes recover? " — acutely. 
Occasionally," said the Vet, with his sUght 
drawl, "if the patient is in good hands. It's 
usually fatal." 

Harvey perceptibly blanched; which the other 
did not fail to observe. 

" Of course you can have a knock on the head 
without fracture," he proceeded blandly. " It 
may produce only concussion or laceration. It 
depends upon the knock." 

" A knock with a hammer? " suggested Harvey, 
tentatively. 

"What sort of a hammer? A sledge- 
hammer? " 

" I'm not thinking of any particular case," 

Harvey assured him hastily. " You see cases in 
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the paper where people get struck with coal- 
hammers and hatchets and things of that kind. 
I was wondering what happened." 

"A six-foot drop usually happens," said the 
Vet, drily. 

Harvey started violently. A cold shiver ran 
through him and appeared in perspiration on his 
brow. Conscious of the damaging effect, he 
attempted to cover it the next instant, sitting 
upright, clutching the knobs of his chair. He 
forced his lips to smile. " Have another drink? " 
he said. 

The whole process had been perfectly clear to 
Craven. He felt perplexed and a little discon- 
certed. "No, thanks, old chap; I think I'll be 
ambling," he said, getting up. " I'm sorry there's 
trouble about. I should go out more," he added; 
" come to the club. Don't sit in the house and 
worry; it is bound to produce nerves." 

He was a man who did not lack perspicuity, 
however, and that he had attained a rough 
knowledge of the source of Harvey's dejMression 
was manifested by his concluding words. 

" By the way, Elwes," he turned at the door 
to say, " what is your interest in this fellow with 
his head smashed in Anne Street? " 

Harvey gazed at him with imdisguised con- 
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stemation, confirmed in his apprehensions. 
" What have you heard? " he ejected, under his 
breath. 

" Only what youVe told me,*' said the Vet, and 
lumbered pleasantly down the stairs, slightly 
swaggering his elbows. 

Whether Harvey would have adopted his advice 
to emerge from seclusion without the help of con- 
current circumstances cannot be known, for on 
the morrow of Craven's visit such help was 
vouchsafed him. It has been obvious, of comse, 
to those students of human nature who have been 
following the course of this narrative, that the 
sensational events which the house in Neville 
Road had recently witnessed could not take place 
without considerable gossip at area railings and 
elsewhere. So interesting a scandal no doubt 
percolated, with refreshing effect, to many drawing- 
rooms and many smoke-rooms, even outside the 
radius of the Elweses' immediate acquaintance. 
At all events, some rough account of the affair 
got into the papers; to be quite accurate, it got 
into one paper. A widely-circulated halfpenny 
journal, by means known only to itself, obtained 
certain semi-correct information, which it served 
up by instalments for three daj^, imder the head- 
ing "i4 Wronged Husband^ The matter it had 
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to detail was conceived and presented in the 
spirit of that heading. 

Harvey's one point of touch with the outer 
world was the daily press. When this rendering 
of his case came under his eye it produced in quick 
succession three separate emotions : astonishment, 
timiultuous relief and gratification, finally incre- 
duhty of his own failure theretofore to recognise 
the true position. To say that the account acted 
as a tonic would be to write inadequately. He 
swung in one movement from the extreme of 
trepidation to bombastic confidence. Immedi- 
ately after breakfast, on the day that the first 
report appeared, he issued from his front door 
with the paper under his arm. He felt himself 
to be not merely a free man, but a hero. To be 
the subject of a newspaper article in any character 
was to him sufficient to Hf t a man to a plane above 
his fellows. In crowded thoroughfares he 
supposed that people were pointing him out to 
one another as the man who had shown so bold 
a front in trying circumstances. 

He kept the cuttings in his pocket, and showed 

them, when he was sober, to his more intimate 

friends, and, at other times, to the circle at the 

club. He watched them circulating with the 

smile of on« modestly conscious of well-merited 
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fame. When they had passed round he made 
sure that the noteworthy pomts should be fully 
appreciated by drawing his nearest neighbour's 
attention to particular passages. 

" You see what it says here," he would point out, 
running his finger swiftly along the print, and 
reading at the same time — 

'^ Mr ElweSy with the excusable passion which 
such circumstances would arouse^ struck his wife^s 
betrayer a determined blow." 

On the previous day the paper had said that 
he gave Laurence " a sound thrashing," but had 
apparently subsequently obtained better and 
fuUer information at the area gate. 

'* It was an awful position to be in," was the 
grave commentary with which he invariably 
returned the cuttings to his pocket. " It was 

4 

the only thing I could do. But I hope he'll get 
better," he ^dded magnanimously. Having re- 
placed the papers and taken out his pipe and 
tobacco, he broke the difficult silence which 
usually ensued by again expressing himself 
generously in the same terms. 

This was the mood which animated him for 
nearly a fortnight. Then by degrees he settled 
back into his previous condition of quaking 

depression. The halfpenny newspaper ceased to 
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print flattering descriptions of his conduct ; his 

friends, as a whole, appeared to regard him as a 

person caUing less for compliments than for 

condolence ; strangers in railway carriages and in 

bars contended that they had not heard his name, 

and kept their enthusiasm in remarkable control 

even after having been accorded an opportunity 

to read the cuttings. The halo about his head 

showed an obstinate indisposition to materialise. 

Concurrently, the reports he could glean of 

Laurence's progress were not encouraging. The 

Vet and other emissaries who consented to make 

inquiries at the hospital were informed that he 

was aUve but still in a precarious condition. 

In brief, when he rose in the morning and 

went down to his soUtary meal in his silent 

house, he saw himself, Harvey Elwes, minus his 

halo, minus his wife, and plus the shadow 

of the rope. 

His intimate circle did their best to encourage 

him (when he had " ordered the Uquid.") They 

told him, with airy confidence, that the man who 

killed his wife's lover always got off. It was a 

recognised thing; it was a matter that need not 

afford him a moment's uneasiness. Masters, 

towards the dose of a heavy day's work with his 

elbow, informed him definitely, as one favoured 
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with special knowledge, that you were *^ allowed 
to do it." 

These assurances satisfied him when the 
material spirit had mounted his brow; but in the 
sober reaction his latent knowledge of British 
jurisprudence persistently arose unconfoimded 
and faced him with calm and steady facts. He 
knew that if Laurence died within a year the 
charge against him must be one of murder; that 
no juggling of legal forms could reduce even to 
manslaughter a fatal blow incontestably inflicted 
with the intention of doing grievous bodily harm. 
Let the sentiment of the halfpenny press be what 
it might, he would have to stand the charge and 
probably the sentence, resting his hope of deUvery 
upon the extension of the royal clemency. Even 
to be sentenced to death, when fully pictured, was 
a thought to send the blood in his veins shivering 
back to his heart. 

" What would you advise me to do? " he asked 
feverishly one afternoon at the Golf Club. 
" Would you stay here and risk it, or would you 
go while there's time ? I don't think I'm watched. " 

" Watched! " cried John Jacob. " I'm a plain- 
clothes officer, and Masters is the executioner. 
We watch you in every bar in London. You 

never go out of our sight." 
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"We are drinking ourselves to death," said 
Masters, "in the cause of duty. Here's to a 
quick despatch, old bhoy! " 

It speaks volumes as to the state of Harvey's 
mind at this period that he looked at John Jacob's 
boots. 



263 



CHAPTER XXIII 

Six weeks after receiving his injury Laurence 
was removed from the nursing home to Bay's 
flat. The doctors had been somewhat averse to 
this — doctors, in their enthusiasm for perfect 
hygienic and therapeutic conditions, are apt to 
overlook the more subtle effect likely to be pro- 
duced upon the mind of a patient by surround- 
ings, however wholesome and convenient, de- 
signed exclusively and unmistakably for invaUd 
use — ^but Bay had been determined to carry her 
point as soon as the transference could be effected 
without actual risk. It appeared to her that, 
in the f amiUar environment of an ordinary bed- 
room, associated continuously with the familiar 
faces and voices of Cjmthia and herself, a normal 
mental state (now the point of chief anxiety) 
would more surely and quickly be restored. By 
sharing a room with Cjmthia she was able to 
make her restricted accommodation suffice for 
the additional call upon it. 

Laurence was by no means out of the wood, 
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but his day-by-day improvement was distinct and 

maintained. He was still in a precarious, though 

no longer in a perilous, condition. By degrees he 

was recovering consciousness (they shimned the 

more terrible word " sanity.") He had ceased to 

be subject to fits of violence, and his periods 

of rationality became more frequent and were 

longer. 

He had several times talked calmly to those 

about him at the hospital, asked questions, 

remained sensible for half an hour or so, and then 

dropped back into lethargy or semi-delirium. 

These gleams left no impression on his mind, 

however, and were completely forgotten on a 

subsequent return to temporary consciousness. 

Whether it were the result of Bay's poUcy of a 

change of environment, or whether it were mere 

coincidence, his first period of sustained rational 

conversation followed within three days of his 

removal to the flat. It was a morning in early 

February. It chanced that Bay was alone in the 

room with him. The nurse had gone to bed and 

Cynthia was temporarily absent. Bay had drawn 

the curtains wide to let in all the light which the 

dull day would concede, had put coals on the fire, 

and for several minutes had been sitting by his 

bedside, bending over some needlework. 
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" You are astonishingly industrious. Bay," he 
said suddenly. 

She turned her head quiddy and found him 
observing her calmly. 

" I have been watching you for ten minutes," 
he informed her in a voice that was quite natural 
though a little weak, " and you have never once 
stopped working nor looked up." 

" I would work much longer than ten minutes," 
she said, with a bright light in her face, " if I 
could alwa3rs make you tell me of it in that 
tone." 

'' Have I been talking rubbish? I rather 
thought so. I got a knock of some sort. It was 
my own fault for not watching him. I saw he 
had something in his hand. But I don't quite 
know why I am poked in bed? " He made an 
effort to raise himself, but soon returned to the 
pillows, surprised and chagrined at his own 
feebleness. 

Bay put back the covers over him. " You 
can't be in bed for six weeks without becoming 
weak, goat." 

"The confounded little rat! " Laurence was 

about to proceed along the line of his recollections, 

but checked himself. " How do we stand, you 

and I, Bay? " he said. " I seem to take you 
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surprisingly as a matter of course. How much 
do you know, and where are we located? " 

" I know everything," she answered, " and we 
are in my flat." 

" Can you look at me without blinking and tell 
me I have been in your flat for six weeks? " said 
Laurence, aghast. 

"You haven't," replied Bay: "only for a 
few days. You were in a nursing home 
before." 

" Even that is sufiident to answer for. It seems 
I am tethered for the present. You have burdened 
yourself with the nuisance of an invalid for heaven 
knows how long. How on earth do you suppose 
I am ever going to get straight? " 

" Do you think I care? " cried Bay, almost 
fiercely. "Do you think I mind about 
that?'' 

" But why should you have me here? " 

" I have someone else here," said Bay, in a low 

voice. Then, made greedy of the present good 

by her own words, she went on quickly : " Frank 

has been in town all the time. And the door is 

besieged by your Mends. I object to your friends. 

Some of them even try to force their way in 

here." 

" What Mends? " said Laurence, eagerly. 
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Then he laughed slightly and changed his tone: 
" Oh, but I needn't beat about the bush. Where 
is~?» 

While the words were on his lips, before he 
could utter the name, the door opened and 
Cynthia came in — ^tranqwl and graceful. 

"Dear heaven on earth," said Laurence, 
fervently. "I have come back to an earth far 
better than any heaven I wish to find." 

Bay quietly moved from her place at the bed- 
side, and Cynthia immediately filled it, scarcely 
noticing, in her joy, that it had been resigned. 

" Laurence--oh, Lamrence ! " Cynthia could 
say no more. She could only gaze, with imutter- 
able thankfulness, into the eyes at last looking 
back sanely into hers, at last returning her, with 
satisfying wholeness, the love she poured into 
them. 

Again she scarcely noticed that Bay moved 
to the door and quietly went out of the 
room. 

"And where have you been these six weeks 
that I have broken my promise to wait for you 
at Charing Cross? " said Laurence. Their four 
hands lay together on the coverlet. 

" Here," said Cynthia, " with Bay." 

" AU the time? " 
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"Yes, all the time ; and Eric too, untfl tiie 
other day, when you were commg, and we sent him 
into the comitry. She gave me a home when I 
had no home to go to. I can never repay 
her." 

" We are wallowing in her debt," said Laurence, 
" steeped in it. When I am fixed up again we will 
try and get at least our heads out." 

They were silent for a time. 

" That means you have left — ? " Laurence did 
not finish the sentence. 

" Absolutely." 

"Thank God. Such a life was unthinkable." 

Still holding her hands, he closed his eyes for 
a while, and his mind gradually ran into a new 
train of thought, induced by an expression that 
had fallen from her. 

He Ufted his Uds again in a few minutes. " Tell 
me the truth about this," he said : " I have been 
seriously ill? " 

" Yes, very." 

" Likely to die? " 

She did not answer. 

" Am I clear of the wood yet? " 

" I think so — I hope so." 

" There is a doubt." He paused for a moment. 

" Is there anyone here can take a message? " 
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^^You must not think of messages/' said 
C3aithia, softly. ''Yon are much too ill 
stiH'* 

** That is the reason this one mil have to go. I 
want the nearest lawyer at once." 

"You are not going to die, dearest," said 
Cynthia, making no pretence of misunderstanding 
his purpose; " and even if you were, I could not 
allow you to do that." 

"At once, Cynthia." 

" Think to what it would reduce me." 

"You are irredudble." 

" I have my brain and my hands. I thought 
I might have to rely on them — s, little while 
ago. I did not flinch, and I should not flinch; 
and I would rather have it so. Please, 
please." 

He pressed her hands as closely as the remaining 
strength in him permitted. "Cynthia, do you 
want me to get well? " 

She only looked at him. 

"Then you will do as I wish. I could not 
possibly make any progress with such an intoler- 
able weight on my mind. It would torture me 
day and night. It is a nightmare even to think 
of what might have happened." 

She stroked his hand gently. " You don't 
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realise your own weakness, dear. You are not 
strong enough yet to think of lawyers and 
wills." 

" Do as I say." Laurence managed to lift his 
head and spoke with sudden intensity. 

" I shall go away imless you promise to 
be quiet." C5mthia rose and laid her soft 
hands upon him to press him back mpon the 
pillows. 

"Do as I say." His eyes were beginning to 
glow. 

"Hush! Hush! Be quiet!" said Cynthia, 
quickly. " I will send. You shall have 
him." 

She went out of the room to look for Bay. She 
found her sitting alone in the drawing-room, her 
arms on the window-ledge, looking out into the 
grey street. Cynthia stood for a few moments 
without speaking. It is possible that as she 
looked at the solitary figure — a certain air 
of dejection about her and yet of resolution — 
a first faint suspicion of the truth crossed her 
mind. 

"Bay," she said softly. The latter had not 
turned as she entered. " Bay." 

Bay gathered herself out of her reverie and 

looked roimd. 
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" Aren't you glad Laurence is better? " asked 
C5mthia. 

" Of course I am glad/' 

"Then why are you sitting here — ^alone — in 
this way? " 

" Do you expect me to sit with the servants? " 
said Bay. 

•* You need not have left us." 

"Thank you. In the circumstances the 
kitchen would be preferable." 

C5mthia walked up to her. " You know you 
could never possibly be anything but welcome 
anywhere where I am," she ssdd reproachfully. 

" I doubt it," said Bay, plainly. " And you 
were not the only person concerned." 

" Or to Laurence either." 

" I doubt it even more. Besides, I can 
appreciate my own society. I commune with 
a mind which views things [with imusual 
sanity." 

" You looked so deep in thought," said Cynthia, 
in a tone of concern. " What were you thinking 
about? " 

Bay made no immediate response. 
Of various things," she said, presently, 

various injustices. ... I'll tell you what I was 

thinking about," she cried, starting suddenly to 

272 







Cynthia in the Wilderness 

her feet. " I was thinking that that — that worm 
will escape." 



An hour later Laurence had signed a codicil to 
his will and had fallen into a natural sleep. 
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CHAPTER XXIV 

It was during the period immediately following 
Laurence's first definite return to normal mental 
conditions that Bay emerged one afternoon from 
the block of flats, amid a drift of cold February 
sleet, to pay a visit in an outlying district of North 
London. Joiuneying partly by train and partly 
on foot, she reached at length a new house of 
comfortable dimensions, which appeared palatial 
by contrast with the interminable rows of small 
dwellings in its neighbourhood. It bore on its 
railing the brass plate of a member of the medical 
profession, and was occupied by a pleasant- 
featured, good-humoured young gentleman, who 
in the days before Bay's marriage had been a 
suitor for her hand. She had met his advances 
with the candid pronouncement that she had no 
objection to being silly but that she drew the line 
at stupidity. Realising in the course of time that 
this was the best he was likely to obtain from her, 
he had taken his disappointment philosophically 
and had since married happily, but had never 
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relinquished) so far as Bay was concerned, his 
right to be silly. 

When she entered his surgery it appeared that 
he had mis-heard her name, for she foimd him 
waiting for her with a great parade of professional 
solemnity. Recognising his visitor, he became 
immediately human* 

"What, Bay!" he said, breaking into a 
delighted smile, " who was known long since and 
lost awhile." 

" * Loved long since,' " said Bay, giving him 
her hand. " If you must blaspheme, you might 
at least quote correctly." 

" It would be equally appropriate," said the 
doctor, cheerfully. 

He drew her a chair to the fire and placed one 
for himself in close proximity 

"If patients will leave me alone for half an 
hour," he said, sitting down, " I anticipate an 
exhilarating time. A conversation with you is 
the treatment I should prescribe for the condition 
one gets into in these wilds. It is more stimulating 
than any tonic I know." 

" Is half an hour my limit? " said Bay. 

" It might be as long as I could stand being 

told the truth without losing my temper," he 

replied. "And that is twenty-five minutes 
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longer than I can stand the gossip of the average 
woman without being bored." 

** You shouldn't be a doctor if you can't put 
up with gossip. It's all you are wanted for. No 
one expects a G. P. to cure anything." 

" The G. P.," ssdd this aspersed one, " is a man 
who knows more than the fashionable specialist, 
but who doesn't get the same opportunities. Ask 
any of us; we shall all tell you so." 

"Of course everyone knows the fashionable 
specialist is a humbug," said Bay, calmly. 

** Do you believe in anything, I wonder? " 
The doctor laughed cheerfully. 

" Decidedly. For one thing, I believe you are 
as big a gossip as your patients." 

"That -is a serious slander on a professional 
man. Besides, I wasn't thinking of patients, but 
of women generally. I assure you it is nothing 
less than tragic, to my mind, to consider the 
number of fine female characters that are utterly 
spoilt by a congenital inability to avoid dis- 
cussing their neighbours' affairs." 

" You should drop the medical profession," 
said Bay, "and set up as a consultant phil- 
osopher." 

" As a disparaged G. P.," continued the doctor, 

quite imdisturbed, " I have seen a good deal of 
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women and women's ailments, and my con- 
clusion is that they suffer chiefly from two things : 
one is this tendency to gossip, the other is a rooted 
belief that they can sing. There is no greater 
misfortune than to be bom with an idea that you 
can sing. Ninety-nine per cent, of the women 
bom think they can sing; ninety-nine per cent, of 
the women who think they can sing, can't." 

" Your sex are almost as big offenders in that 
respect," said Bay. 

"Yes, almost," said the doctor, "but not 
quite." 

He dropped a log of wood on the fire, pressing 
it down with his foot, and for some time their 
conversation drifted over a variety of topics in 
the same vein of leisurely candour. 

" By the way," said the doctor, abmptly, break- 
ing a short pause, " why did you come? " 

" Mayn't I come to see you? " 

" Yes; but it's not very likely." 

" I want some poison," said Bay. 

" You queer being, what do you want it for? " 

" Ask no questions and you will get no false- 
hoods." 

" I won't give it on those terms even to you." 

" They are all you will get." 

" Are you in trouble? *' 
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" Mind your own business.'* 
Come, Bay — ^we are old friends— out with it." 
Why should I divulge to you the most harrow- 
ing pangs of my heart? " 

" Because I insist." 

" Fiend, I am going to poison a cat." 

" Send him to a vet." 

"And have him tortured with prussic acid. 
You once told me of a poison much quicker than 
that." 

" There are not many." 

"You said five grains would kill a himian 
being in ten minutes." 

The doctor reflected. " Probably cyanide of 
potassium," he said. 

" I'll take six pen'orth of cyanide of potassium," 
said Bay. 

Her companion stirred the fire. 

" rU take six pen'orth of cyanide of potassium," 
repeated Bay, rapping her gloved hand upon the 
arm of her chair. 

The doctor looked at her. " Are you serious? 
Do you really want it? " 

" Yes," said Bay: " I've said it twice; if you 
are quite deaf 111 say it a third time." 

He got up slowly. "Upon my soul, I don't 
know if you are to be trusted.' 
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Bay took out a stiff hatpin. " Then you had 
better take all these pins, and come and fetch my 
carving knives, and walk home with me to see 
that I don't go anywhere near the river." 

The doctor laughed drily and walked across the 
room. The walls were lined with bottles, but he 
went to a closed cupboard and unlocked it with a 
key strung on a bunch, which he drew from his 
pocket. He took out a bottle containing powder. 

" Sure you want it for that? " he said, holding 
the bottle in his hand. 

" Sure," said Bay. " Give me plenty. If I 
made a mistake and spilt any, it would be 
hideous not to have any more to put it out of its 
torture." 

He removed the stopper. " You are such a 
strange being : I wouldn't trust you not to 
murder me." 

" I won't promise," said Bay. " At present 
you are good enough to live." 

He poured some of the powder into a small box, 
made it up into a packet, sealed it, and labelled it 
with a big red label. 

" That is enough, I suppose? " said Bay. 
" You haven't been stingy? " 

" Enough to kill a dozen cats, and me in addition 

if you change your mind." 
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" Has it much taste? ** 

" What does that matter? " 



Can I put it into its food? 

"Oh, yes; he won't notice it. But don't ask 
me to come and dine with you for the present." 

" Merciy Bay took the packet and stored it 
in her muff. " How is your wife? " 

" So-so." 

" Temper still trying? " 

" I never told you it was trying." 

" No, but a wife's temper alwa}^ is.". 

" No worse than a husband's, I daresay," said 
the doctor. " On the whole, we run along very 
nicely." 

" Yes, I think you are let off more easily than 
you deserve," said Bay, examining him frankly. 
" It's fortunate you didn't marry me, or you 
wouldn't look so happy." 

" Really. Your husband appeared to bear 
the infliction with strange fortitude." 

"Appearances are deceptive. I killed him in 
five years." 

" By treating him too well. Come and see my 
wife and have some tea." 

"Hardy man! Don't you know that a prior 
flame is never grateful to the soul of the lady in 



possession? " 
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" Come and chance it." 

vv licit: wiui luuiuci ill my uiuiis vx 

99 



What! with murder in my muff! Good-bye. 
Be as lenient to your patients as you can.' 
She was moving to the door. 
" Bay." 

She turned round. 
" Give me a kiss." 
" Goat! " 
But she kissed him. 
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CHAPTER XXV 

During the weeks which followed Bay's excursion, 

Laurence continued to make progress; slowly, it 

is true, but without relapse. Within a fortnight 

of his arrival at the flat he was strong enough to 

get up for a few hours each day and sit in a chair 

in his room. Later, he could walk across the 

corridor and sit in the drawing-room, propped up 

with cushions. 

The happiness of this time was somewhat 

clouded for C5mthia by the growth of the 

suspicion which had come to her when she found 

Bay sitting in pensive soUtude, on the day that 

Laurence signed the codicil to his will. Once it 

had found lodgment in her mind, small daily 

indications, imnoticed or uninterpreted before, 

quickly added to it; incidents in the past, too, 

which had puzzled her, became intelligible when 

viewed in its light. By imperceptible stages it 

ceased to be suspicion, ceased to be beUef even, 

and settled upon her as definite knowledge. She 

was acutely distressed, but, in proportion to the 

completeness of her previous ignorance, very 
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little surprised. Indeed, she was amazed that 
the possibility had not occurred to her before. 
When our inclinations are powerfully drawn in a 
particular direction, our continual wonder lies 
rather in the fact that the whole world fails to 
share our engagement. 

C5mthia's conduct after her discovery displayed 
exquisite tact. By no word nor look was her 
friend permitted to suspect that her secret was 
guessed. She even repressed the stronger flood 
of affection and gratitude stirred in her by the 
remembrance of all that Bay, with this thorn in 
her flesh, had done and was continuing to do to 
promote Laurence's and her happiness : her over- 
whelming desire to express her sense of that in an 
access of tenderness was restrained, lest it should 
savour ever so Mttle of impertinent solace. But 
by degrees she spent more of her time with Bay 
than she had done before, denying herself much of 
Laurence's society to seek hers; she did not 
habitually sit close to him, even if they were alone ; 
and when they were all three together she quietly 
kept the conversation general. Only at such 
times as Bay had gone out after definitely declin- 
ing her companionship — as on the day she visited 
the doctor— did she suffer herself to sit with 

Laurence in intimate tSte-ii-iite; and even so her 

283 



Cynthia in the Wilderness 

jcfy was shadowed and incomplete, tmctuied with 
a sense of meanness. 

But she was fully consdous that all this only 
touched the surface of things. She could afford 
to be generous; she could afford to deny herself 
in these trifling details. She realised — what many 
people curiously fail to realise — ^that for the victor 
to be magnanimous is no virtue. 

On the contrary, it adds in many cases to the 
gratification of victory. A man who has knocked 
down another in a boxing match and then holds 
out his hand with a splendid gesture of good-fellow- 
ship is merely an ass. He is so elated he would 
give his hand cordially to the lowest ruffian who 
would take the trouble to shake it. We are told, 
however, that this is "true British sportsman- 
ship," that it shows " the spirit which animates 
these friendly tussles." It could well be admitted 
if the initiative were on the other side. If the 
man who has been knocked down can get up and 
offer his hand first to his opponent, assuredly he 
has grit in him of no common order. 

Cynthia was under no complacent illusion. She 

was quite aware that if she were to deserve honour 

she must go far beyond superficial generosities 

and self-sacrifice. It was patent that although 

she could not be Laurence's wife, her presence 
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would constitute an effectual bar against anyone 
else becoming such. If she withdrew from his 
life he could marry Bay. But would he? She 
put the question again and again to herself, to 
salve her conscience. She knew he would not: 
she knew that all the love of his being utterly and 
inmiutably was hers. 

Nevertheless, her mind, continually troubling, 
sought direct assurance. 

" Laurence, supposing I were to die? " she 
said to him one day. 

" You! " Laurence examined her manifestly 
unailing person with smiling admiration. "A 
moment ago I was thinking you were looking 
particularly well." His voice had not yet re- 
covered its ring, and his eyes appeared to see you 
from a distance. They were eyes which had been 
reclaimed from the deep terrors of mental loss. 

" I want to know," persisted Cynthia. 

" I should die too." 

" But truly? " She bent towards him, her 
hands clasped upon her knee. 

" I suppose I should leave this fretful island," 
he repKed, "and go on helping them to build 
railways at the other end of the world." 

" Wouldn't you marry? " 

" No." 
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" Why not? *' 

"Because — " He broke off. "Cynthia, you 
are fishing outrageously/' he asserted with a 
laugh. 

" Oh, well — " She took his hand and pressed 
it to her softly flushing cheek. "Oh, well — '* 
She could not, or would not, find words to express 
the unquenchable demand of her heart. " Why 
didn't you marry before? " 

" That is a question which shows the feminine 
point of view," said Lainrence. " A man doesn't 
take cold counsel with himself about marriage, as 
he would about buying a house or choosing a pro- 
fession. It comes inevitably or not at all. I 
fancy every man looks upon himself as a confirmed 
bachelor until he sees a wife on the other side of 
the breakfast-table*" 

C3mthia began to laugh. " It must be rather 
a shock to him," she said. 

"No, it is not," said Laurence, "because by 
that time he has discovered that the person on 
the other side of the table is good enough to make 
any institution tolerable." 

" Well, how did you come to live so long with- 
out finding it inevitable? " persisted Cynthia. 
" You? " 

" Do I strike you as so susceptible? " 
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She blushed a little agaui and laughed, but did 
not answer. 

" All the women in the world are not C3mthias," 
he said softly, holding her hand; " nor one single 
other that I ever met." 

Slowly his disengaged arm slid about her waist 
and gathered her dose. She bent to him and 
their Ups met. 

" I will tell you just this," Laurence proceeded, 
when the silence had lasted many minutes : " A 
man who has been generously treated by fortune 
with regard to material things finds his eyes very 
astonishingly opened to your gentle sex." 

" You are rather unjust," said C3mthia. " How 
can you teU what is the under-life of any woman 
you meet ? Perhaps she has had to make with her 
own hands the pretty dress you see her in. She 
may have been brought up in an atmosphere of 
rigid pinching, at least of careful economy, where 
niunberless pleasant and desirable things have had 
to be consistently eschewed through lack of means. 
I don't think you ought to condenm her if life on 
easier and brighter lines appears to have attractions 
for her — especially," C3mthia added, after a pause, 
" when it would be passed with a person with a 
few— one or two— small — ^amiable qualities." 

Laurence looked at her with a deprecating smile, 
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resting his head upcm the cushions of his chair. 
" Vpoa that point," he said, " I am afraid your 
gentle judgment can scarcely be accepted as im- 
partial" 

Cynthia dropped her eyes bef<»:e his. " I don*t 
know much about logic," she said, ^* but I think 
that is what is called arguing from effect to 



cause." 



Their conversation was interrupted at this 
stage by a ring at the front door and the arrival of 
the doctor who was attending Laurence. He was 
a grave, elderly man, inclined to take a cautious 
view. He had always refused to say, in spite of 
anxious pressure, that Laurence's recovery was 
definitely assurea. To-day, however, his report 
was exceptionably favourable. The fear of a 
relapse, he said, might now be considered to have 
passed. 

This intelligence drove every other thought 
from Cynthia's head. When Bay came in she 
met her in the haU. 

"Such good news," she cried joyously: "the 
doctor says Laurence is out of danger at last." 



The following afternoon Bay sat upon one of the 

seats on the tow-path between Kew and Richmond. 

A raw wind swept down the river. She was not 
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exceptionally warmly clad, but she did not appear 
to notice the cold. She gazed steadfastly and 
a Uttle sternly across the water at the chimneys 
and buildings of Isleworth. A cat lay curled on 
her lap and some sacking was folded on the seat 
beside her. Occasionally the cat mewed and she 
petted it. It was an old, emaciated creature, 
destined immediately for the lethal chamber, for 
which she had obtained a few hours' respite. 

"Poor puss! " she said aloud, "you have to 
die for my conscience. You are very old and very 
ailing, but I suppose, like everything that breathes, 
you would rather gp on living, if you could. . . . 
If you could," she said again, after a pause. 

She had been sitting nearly half an hour on the 

seat, when she stopped a labouring man who was 

passing and bribed him to assist her in the work of 

destruction. His advice, unasked, but instantly 

forthcoming, was to tie the animal in the sack and 

hurl it aUve into the river; but Bay would have 

none of it. She made him wrap the sack about it 

and hold it while she dropped a Uttle of the poison 

on its tongue. Its struggle was over very quickly. 

Then she sent the man away with his half-crown 

and placed his burden on the seat. She dropped 

on her knees in the mud beside the stiffening 

corpse of the little creature which, a few moments 
T 289 



s 



Cynthia in the Wilderness 

before, had lain breathing and warm on her lap, 
and wetted its soft coat with her tears. 



Quite early the next morning Cynthia noticed 
Bay putting on her hat and coat. 

" You didn't tell me you were going out," she 
said a little reproachfully. ^^May I come with 
you?" 

" K you like," said Bay, calmly. " I am going 
to see your husband." 

"Harvey!" cried Cynthia, in amazement. 
" Good gracious, why? " 

" To tell him the good news." 
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The distance between her flat and the house in 
Neville Road was nearly two miles, but Bay chose 
to walk. It was bright and cold; the pavements 
had been swept dry by the wind. She made her 
way up long side streets and across busy thorough- 
fares at an even pace, never stopping, rarely 
glancing to right or left. Her face had set in the 
same steadfast, rather stem mould as when she 
gazed over the river at the Isleworth chimneys. 

On reaching the house she paused a moment on 
the doorstep and then rang the beU. It was some 
time before it was answered. Visitors were not 
expected in these days, especially morning visi- 
tors. Harvey had no difficulty with the servant 
question : his staff f oimd his service entirely con- 
genial to their souls and showed no disposition to 
leave it. They arranged their movements very 
much as they chose and ordered the house upon 
Unes which appeared to them to meet reasonable 
requirement. 

Bay was at length admitted by a maid who had 

obviously made some hasty readjustment of her 
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toflet, and was shown into the dining-room. A 
masculine eye might not have observed much 
change in it. To Bay there were manifold signs 
of the absence of a mistress. A thin layer of dust 
lay on the sideboard; a cobweb hung across a 
comer of the cornice; two empty tumblers had 
not been removed from the mantelpiece. Bay 
did not sit down. She put a foot on the fender 
and looked into the fire. Twice, while she stood 
so, she sUpped two fingers of her left hand inside 
the glove of her right. 

Harvey came in, looking a little scared. He had 
overcome to some extent his dread of the front- 
door beU, but this unexpected visit from Bay, 
suggesting an obvious cause, had shocked his 
nerves. 

She turned and looked at him with a face 
absolutely inscrutable. This seemed to confirm 
his fears. 

" He is dead? " he asked sharply, forgetting 
to greet her. 

" What would you say if I told you he was? " 

His face blanched. 

" He is not dead," said Bay. " He is better; 

he is out of danger." She gazed at him steadily. 

Anyone but Harvey would have seen the deep 

contempt which lay behind her eyes. 
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He immediately assumed an air of magnanimity. 
" I'm awfully glad," he said, in his jerky tones. 
" I shouldn't have liked him to have died. It 
was an awkward position to be in ; I did the only 
thing I could; but I shouldn't have like^i him to 
have died." 

" You let him off as Ughtly as circumstances 
permitted? " Bay was controUing herself with 
an immense effort. 

" I did the only thing I could," Harvey repeated 
with great dignity, missing the sarcasm. 

Bay could not trust herself to speak again. 
The time for speaking had not come. From some- 
where deep within her a single word was beating 
up into her gripped teeth : "Ass! Ass! Ass!" It 
was beating up while her right hand slowly opened 
and closed on the substance within her glove. 

" I expect you have come to talk things over," 

Harvey proceeded abruptly. "C3mthia has sent 

you. I thought it was wisest to let her find out 

for herself. I've been thinking it over. Of course 

things could never be the same; but I shouldn't 

like her Kfe to be ruined — I shouldn't like to think 

of her going completely to the bad. Only, if I took 

her back, it would have to be a sine qua non that 

she never saw this scoimdrd again. That would 

have to be a sine qtM non.^* 
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Again, no one but Harvey, surely, could have 
finished such a speech with Bay's steady gaze upon 
him. If he had had a chance before, his fate was 
now irrevocably sealed. She opened her lips to 
speak, but closed them again, choking back a 
torrent of words. 

"We won't talk about that at present," she 
said. She pulled a chair from beneath the table 
and sat down. " I have walked two miles. I 
should Uke some wine." 

" Yes, of course," said Harvey, much perturbed 
to be found inhospitable. " What will you have 
— ^port, claret, cherry-brandy? I'll teU you what," 
he exclaimed with a sudden gUttering smile : "I 
think we ought to have a bottle of champagne to 
celebrate your news." 

" Very weU," said Bay. 

" I'U go and get it," said Harvey. " I won't 
be a minute." His hand hovered a moment 
over the door handle — ^already, at eleven o'clock, 
his hand hovered a moment over the handle — 
then he turned it and went out. 

He was not parsimonious. Among his glut of 
petty vices he was not parsimonious. Bay faith- 
fully put it to his credit. Out of the dense and 
tangled thicket of vanities and inutilities that 

sohtary light glimmered — ^his one redeeming 
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virtue. It flickered for a moment and then was 
choked by the rank herbage. He was a swine, 
and a sneak, and a lying wind-bag, and a con- 
temptible husband. He had called C3mthia 
coarse and struck Laurence a coward's blow. 
He had called Cynthia coarse because she was 
willing to be a wife ! Surely his cup was full. 

She did not stir from her place at the table 
while he was away. Once she closed her eyes; 
once again she felt in her glove. Otherwise she 
made no movement of any kind. 

Presently a maid came in with two glasses on 
a salver. As she went out she glanced at Bay. 
She was followed by Harvey with the bottle. 

He removed the wire. Then he cut the string. 

" It's rather a knack, getting a champagne cork 
out," he said. " I'm a pretty good hand at it. 
I'm very strong in the wrists." It came away 
with a report, and white foam brinuned over the 
lip of the bottle. " I'm very strong in the wrists," 
he said again. 

Bay got up. He filled the two glasses with the 
hissing wine. 

" I should like a biscuit," she said steadily. 

Harvey turned and bent down to a cupboard in 

the sideboard. Calmly and quickly Bay drew a 

small white packet from her glove and, with a 
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hand that barely shook, sUd the contents into one 
of the glasses. 

As Harvey rose again and placed the Uscuits 
on the table, she picked up the innocuous glass. 
Suddenly her eyes flashed. 

" Drink to your luck! " she cried. " You have 
escaped the gallows.*' 

Harvey's mild eyes glistened with his foolish, 
pleased smile. He raised the glass — a little 
shakily — and drained it. 

^^ But you mil be dead in ten minutes.^^ 

He turned livid beneath his bronzed skin. 
Then his features relaxed in a sickly smile. 

" You quite frightened me," he said, " I almost 
thought you were in earnest." 

'^ You will be dead in ten minutes.^^ 

No one could look into Bay's steady eyes and 
doubt it. The frightful truth crashed upon 
Harvey with a shock of deranging terror. Death ! 
death! — ^that inconceivable, shuddering dread 
which had made him blanch suddenly in the dark- 
ness as he lay awake at night, that unthinkable 
catastrophe which had befallen others but which 
had seemed too appalling to be possible to him, 
whose shadow he had put from him as remote and 
vague — death faced him inexorably and now. 

He must go through that awful gate — ^he — he — 
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Harvey Elwes. Nothing could save him. He 
knew it. Nothing. Nothing could save him. 
Oh, God! 

" You hellish woman! " he yelled, " you have 
deliberately poisoned me! " 

Bay set down her imtasted glass. Her little 
hands hung clenched by her sides. 

" Coward — sneak — drunkard — ^wastrel — weak- 
ling, I have poisoned you." 

Demented with terror, he raised his fist and 
drove it straight at her face. To be just to him, 
it was an act he could not have committed in 
sanity. Bay was prepared, however. She dodged 
and the blow merely grazed her temple. He 
rushed madly for the door. But she had antici- 
pated that also, and reached it first. Harvey 
saw it closed in his face and heard the key turned 
in the lock. 

He wrenched at the knob, but could not force 
the bolt, and then ran wildly to the window, 
sweeping down furniture in his path. Failing, 
in his mad violence, to Uft the sash, he drove 
his arm through a pane with a shivering crash. 
The next instant he had recoiled, and a shriek 
burst from his Ups. 

It was not his cut hand that had drawn it. It 

was the first felt potent working of the poison. 
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His actions thenceforth are pitiable to describe* 
In an agony, now, of physical pain, he pressed 
the bell frenziedly, and then cast himself upon 
the ground, literally biting the dust. He jumped to 
his feet again with startling suddenness, and set to 
race, back and forth, back and forth, up and down 
the room — a wild, helpless, demented figure, his 
face hardly to be recognised. He hurled himself, 
raving, against the couch, in a kneeling posture, bit 
into the upholstery, and kicked upon the ground. 

His first terrible shriek had reached Bay as she 
was passing through the front door. With that 
cry in her ears she walked two hundred yards 
down the street. Then her courage at the last 
moment failed her. She ran frantically back to 
the house and down to the basement, caUing to 
the servants. They were huddled together in the 
passage, wondering and scared at the sounds from 
the room above. 

"One of you rush for a doctor," she cried. 
•'Fly. And give me some soap-suds — ^at once." 

A white-faced girl hurried upstairs to put on 

her hat. Two minutes later Bay returned to 

the dining-room with a bowl of suds. She looked 

towards Harvey, and immediately set down the 

useless bowl. 

He was still. He had died in the position into 

298 




Cynthia in the Wilderness 

which he had thrown himself, on his knees before 
the sofa ; but lower than at first, cramped, screwed 
almost to the gromid, as though appealing in utter 
obeisance to Heaven, in his last moment, for 
forgiveness of his foolish and wasted life. 
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CHAPTER XXVII 

Every moment of time there is pain in the world. 
There is never an instant of remission. While I 
peacefully watch the ink ihying on these opening 
sentences, wondering how I shall tell you what I 
have to tell in this chapter, while you, many weeks 
or months or years later, sit (I trust) in painless 
ease, following the printed text, somewhere some- 
one is struggling in the throes of death, somewhere 
a woman is enduring the indescribable agony of 
childbirth, somewhere a fellow-creature is lying 
with unthinkable open flesh beneath a surgeon's 
knife. Somewhere, too, shrinking beasts are 
being forced into abattoirs to provide our food. 

During the terrible minutes of Harvey's death 
scene, men were moving briskly about their daily 
work, barmaids were chatting Ughtly with early 
customers, fashionable women were eating languid 
late breakfasts, Cynthia was sitting composedly 
near Laurence's couch, reading aloud to him from 
the Times. 

His head was buttressed with pillows, and 

Cynthia, in spite of strong and repeated protests, 
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had spread a rug over his legs. Laurence was 
not what is called a good patient. He was not 
sufl&dently amenable to doctors' and nurses' orders ; 
he wanted to return instanter to his ordinary 
mode of life, to do things which the elderly 
physician reprobated with incredulous horror; 
frequently he not only wanted to do them, but 
managed surreptitiously to effect his purpose. 
Once Cynthia had returned after a short absence 
to discover him out of his chair, attempting 
hurriedly to replace in a despatch-box a bundle of 
miscellaneous papers, covered with surveys and 
sections and other engineering detail. She had 
found him, moreover, with a swimming and 
throbbing head and with a tendency, for the rest 
of the day, to become Ught and rambUng in his 
conversation. On that occasion she had held the 
papers over the fire until he promised not to look 
at them again without her permission. 

To-day he was inclined to be fairly tractable, 
and after a merely formal declaration that he was 
perfectly qualified to read the Times for himself 
had consented to have it read to him. Nothing, 
of course, no reader's voice, however sweet it may 
be, can compensate for the loss of the vague 
delight there is in holding the sheets of a news- 
paper in one's own fingers, in the ability to pick 
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and choose on a moment's fancy among its contents. 
Still, with Cynthia for guide, it was not an un- 
pleasant method of assimilating the day's news. 
She did not turn instinctively to the Society notes 
and the divorce reports : she could read im- 
personal matter with interest, and discuss it with 
intelUgence. They wandered from topics in the 
paper to contiguous subjects, and thence, through 
devious ramifications, to themes having no im- 
mediately recognisable connection with the start- 
ing point. In the midst of a discussion on religious 
systems, attributable originally to an article on 
airships, they heard Bay's step in the passage. 

She came straight into the drawing-room. 
There was an unusual Ught in her eyes, but her 
face was calm and stem and her manner restrained. 
She took off her hat, standing before a mirror, 
and threw it, with her coat, upon a chair. 

" You two can take hands and go into Eden 
now," she said, almost roughly; " I have opened 
the gates." 

They stared at her, mystified. 

" Do you hear? " She spoke Uke an angry 

school-DMstress to inattentive children. " You 

can stray down all the flowery by-paths; you 

can sit in the glades and bask by the streams, 

and never come out again — ^never." 
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Cynthia got up. " What do you mean by this 
fantastic talk, Bay? " she said, with anxiety in 
her voice. 

Bay drew a chair to the fire and sat down. 

"Idiots! imbeciles!'* She poked the coals 
into a flame. " Harvey Elwes is dead." 

There was a still pause. 

"Dead?" said Cynthia. ''Dead?'' 

" I have told you," said Bay. She held her 
hands to the blaze. 

" But — " A dizzy mist quivered about Cyn- 
thia's faculties. " He was not ill. Has there 
been some accident? " 

"No," said Bay, steadily: "premeditated 
murder." 

Cynthia put her hands to her bosom. She 
was still dazed by an atmosphere of un- 
reaUty. 

Bay did not turn, did not move, did not speak. 
After an interval Cynthia found her voice again. 
There was a sUght tremor in it. " Is this true. 
Bay? Please tell me everything clearly. You 
are so strange. I cannot understand you." 

Bay turned on her almost contemptuously. 

"Dolt!" she cried. "Should I teU you Ues? 

I? I? — ^who have just set you free." 

The amazing interpretation made its way to 
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Csmthia's intelligence. " You / " The word 
came from unbreathing lips in a slow, deep tone. 
" You— have— kiUed— him? " 

Bay drew her chair closer to the fiare, and again 
stretched her hands to it. Suddenly she shivered. 
" Yes, I have kiUed him." 

I don't believe you," Cynthia shouted. 

Are you mad? " 

" Mad? I wonder. I think so." 
She is speaking the truth," said Laurence, 
quietly. It was the first time he had spoken. 

Slowly Cynthia's mind absorbed the incredible 
fact. She stood motionless, her breath drawn 
deeply, her eyes fixed upon Bay with a fascinated 
gaze. She felt as if she had been turned to stone. 
The powers of thought, of sensation, of expression 
seemed to have left her. 

Her Ups opened after a shorter interval than 
she supposed, and her former words strained 
through the charged air in a tense whisper: "You 
have killed — my husband? " 

A dull silence followed, and then Cynthia's 
voice rose — ^rose to a shout. " Bay, why — why 
have you done this? " 

Bay swung round with burning eyes. " Be- 
cause he was a coward and not fit to Uve, and 

because I hated him." 
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" It was wo<," cried Cynthia, " it was not, 
Bay." Suddenly she threw herself on her knees 
beside her and clutched at her clothing. " It 
was to set me free — ^you said so just now. You 
have taken this appalling load on yourself to set 
me free. Oh, Bay — Bay — Bay," she cried in an 
agony, " I would rather the worid had thought me 
the lowest, vilest woman that ever breathed than 
this — than that you — ^you — Oh-h! " She 
dropped her face in Bay's lap and broke into a 
torrent of sobs. 

Bay looked straight over her drooped form 
into vacancy, acute emotion in her face, fiercely 
controlled — ^moved almost beyond her strength, 
yet determined to endure. 

"You are wrong, dearest," she said, forcing 
the words through her choked throat. 

After a short pause, to make sure of herself, 
she went on : " You need not vex your dear soul. 
Your freedom was a small thing among many 
that went into the balance against Harvey Elwes. 
He signed his own death-warrant — slowly." 

" But you only saw the writing because you 
loved me," said Cynthia vehemently, lifting up 
her wet, stressed face. 

" That was not all." 

The quietly-uttered words recalled to Cynthia's 
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mind, with a shock, her lately-gained knowledge 
— strangely forgotten the last day or two. In its 
sudden Ught she gazed up at Bay, not merely with 
marvelling cognition, not only with a personal 
feeling too deep for words, with awe, dazed by 
the revelation of a quality of self-abnegation 
sublime and almost terrible. 

All these happenings, since Bay's entrance, 
though they have taken long in the telling, 
occurred in a very few minutes. Laurence had 
only once spoken, but his mind had been working. 
It was sufficiently plain to him that a situation 
had been reached which demanded instant action. 
He now quietly assumed the direction of affairs 
from his invaUd couch. Sentiment of all kind 
was exorcised from his mind, leaving it coldly 
intent upon the urgent practical necessity. The 
two women became, for the time being, no more 
than his gangs of coolies — ^raw energy to be or- 
ganised and ordered. 

Has an3rthing been discovered yet? " he asked. 

Probably not," said Bay, without showing 

much interest. " The maids were scared. I told 

one to go for a doctor, but stopped her before she 

started." 

" Give me a Bradshaw," he said. 

C}mthia fetched one and handed it to him. 
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He turned the pages. " There is a boat-train 
leaves Charing Cross at two-twenty." He looked 
at his watch. " It is now five minutes to one. 
You must catch it." 

Bay said nothing. 

" I shall go too," said Cynthia. 

His decision wavered before the danger it would 
involve for her. 

But the next moment his quiet, impersonal 
manner returned. "Yes, it is best, I think. 
You are an accessory after the fact in any case: 
we both are. And you will be away from ques- 
tions. You will have to travel by yourselves: I 
should only hamper you in my present state. 
When this has blown over and I can get about, I 
shall join you by a circuitous route. Don't write 
to me direct: enclose letters under cover to 
Frank. Seal even those. I shall send messengers 
to Calais to post my replies." He handed Cynthia 
a key on a bunch. " Get my cheque-book : it is 
in the despatch-box. There is no time to waste." 

She brought it him in less than a minute. 

" Be putting your things on while I write the 

cheque," he said. " You will have to go to the 

bank yourself. And pack a few clothes. You 

can't take many." 

She put a small table beside him, with pens and 
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ink, and hurried away. In a very short tune she 
was back again, dressed for the open air. 

Laurence gave her the cheque. " Get all gold," 
he said ; " and change it gradually as you move 
from place to place. Keep the cab when you 
come back." 

" All gold," said Cynthia. She looked round 
for a moment at the door. Then she went 
through and closed it behind her. 

Bay was still sitting by the fire. 

" You must be packing your things. Bay," 
said Laurence. " You can't afford to linger." 

" I never said I was going," said Bay. 

" You must, I'm afraid. It is the only way 
of meeting the situation." 

"And is the flat to be left to your tender 
mercies? And to whose mercies are you to be 
left? " 

" For heaven's sake, don't worry about those 
trifles," exclaimed Laurence, almost sharply. " I 
don't think you realise how serious the thing 



is." 
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Don't I ? " said Bay. " If the police find me I 

shall be taken hence to a certain place and hanged 

by the neck till I die. The judge will put on the 

black cap and read me a solemn lecture and tell 

me to make my peace with my Maker." 
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Laurence turned his face towards her, shot with 
a sudden glow of keen admiration. " Nobody 
can say you haven't got grit in you, Bay," he 
said. 

" Don't speak like that, or you'll make me a 
coward. It's the only thing that could." 

"What do you mean?"" 

" What I say." 

He pondered the point, but only for a moment ; 
the practical necessity was too great for vagrant 
reflections. 

" Go," he said. " Go. I'm listening to hear 
that confounded door-bell. If they get in before 
you get out, there will be no hope, except from a 
reprieve." 

" Do you think there is much chance of a re- 
prieve? " said Bay. 

" Go," he commanded peremptorily. 

"Very well," said Bay, "since you are so in- 
sistent, I will go." 

She rose, but without hurry, and walked quietly 
out of the room. 

Laurence was not a man who allowed trifles to 

disturb him, or who was apt, even in serious 

crises, to be swayed by his nerves. His illness 

had shaken him, however, and he was still far 
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from recovered. This catastrophe had come 
upon him with a greater shock than he had allowed 
either of the women to see. He knew that, imtil 
Bay was safely out of the country, there was the 
utmost cause for extreme anxiety. Even when 
that had been accomplished, the future showed 
before him, unglossed, in grim, uncompromising 
tints. He saw the years when they would be 
three fugitives, fleeing continually from the long 
arm — ^pariahs unable to find refuge for the soles 
of their feet. He saw the 'skeleton in the cup- 
board that would accompany them; he saw the 
permanent banishment. In the meanwhile, the 
sharp whirr of the bell was imminent, and time 
was passing. Bay was long; Cynthia was long; 
and he was tied to his couch. If he got up to 
follow either of them his head would reel. 

At last the door opened and Bay returned. 
But she was still hatless and coatless. 

" You have not got yoiu: things on! " he ex- 
claimed incredulously. 

Bay stood a moment at the door. " I won't 
talk trite rot about going a longer journey," said 
she. " I am going no journey at all.'* 

He looked at her sharply. " Good God, Bay, 

what have you done? " 

There was a terrible change in her. Her fru^t 
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was strained and rigid with excruciating physical 
suffering. 

She went quickly up to him. He had started 
to a sitting posture. 

" Nothing matters now," she cried. Her eyes 
shone through her pain. "Thank God! Thank 
God! At last nothing matters. I am dying.'* 
She threw herself upon him, pressing him back to 
the pillows. 

He pushed her off, striving to rise to his feet. 
But she fought with him fiercely, and his head 
swam. 

" It is useless," he heard her saying, as if 
from a long distance. " I know the speed of this 
pbison. I have only a few minutes to Uve. 
Laurence — Laurence — ^let me spend them as I 
like." She disappeared in a mist, and he felt 
his head again on the pillow and her breath on 
his face. 

Vision slowly returned. She was bending close 
over him, kneeling by the couch, her arms flung 
about him, the uttermost woman in her burning 
through her eyes. 

" Hold me tight," she called to him. " Crush 

the pain out of me, crush the Ufe out of me, crush 

the love out of me, which is the greatest pain of 

all." 
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The nxHn was still swimming about him. He 
could not speak; he could scarcely comprehend. 
He only knew that this wonderful woman was 
dying and that she wished him to dasp her. 
With all the strength he had in him he strained 
her in his arms. 

** Hold me tight," she said again : " tighter — 
tighter — ^tighter." Her lips were drawn to his. 
Her voice came strong through her agony, re- 
verberant with joy — joy alone, absolute, in- 
finite. " My love! My love! " 

Her soul filled the words — ^passed in them 
through her lips. 
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SIX SHILLING IJOYELS— Continued 
MRS. BARRINGTOrrS ATONEMENT By Violet 

TWBBDALB 

In Violet Tweedale's new novel an excellent plot is unfolded with subtlety 
and force. It would spoil the reader's pleasure to enter fully into details — 
the curious psychic experiences, the tragedy and pathos of an immature soul, 
misunderstanding and misunderstood — but we can promise to those who read 
the novel that they will not find a dull page in this newest wcnrk of a writer 
to whom we can always look for novelty, brilliance and substantial interest. 

THE WHITE HAND AND THE BLACK By 

Bertram Mitford 

Mr. Bertram Mitford has done for South Africa what Mr. Rudyard Kipling 
has done for India. He has brought home to the English people the character 
of the work that Britons are doing in the outposts of Empire. Mr. Mitford's 
knowledge, like Mr. Kipling's, has been acquired at first hand, by living in 
the land and among the people he describes. In his new novel the author 
chooses as background a Rising of the Blacks against the Whites. The 
reader is brought into contact with various kinds oi natives, good and bad, 
with the British official of the better class, and with the grit and solidity and 
daring of the ordinary Britisher who finds himself in a tight comer and fights 
with his back against the wall. Trickling through the stirring incidents of 
the story is a love romance. Mr. Mitford has intimate knowledge, insight, 
sympathy and imagination, and he has written a novel of virility and vigour 
whose superiority to most fiction may be observed on every page. 

DELILAH OF THE SNOWS By Harold Bindloss 

No living writer has a more intimate knowledge of colonial manners than 
Mr. Harold Bindloss. He describes for the stay-at-home Englishman not so 
much the well-ordered life in the great settlements as the virile, rugged, 
desperate, and often lawless struggles among the colonists in the undeveloped 
outposts of Empire. The earlier scenes in ''Delilah of the Snows'* take 
place in England. Later on the characters are transplanted bodily to Western 
Canada among the gold-seekers. In such surroundings Mr. Harold Bindloss, 
as may be conjectured, is in his element, and he develops a story of consummate 
artistry and strength. The spirit of adventure and tragedy and comedy is 
over it all, and an unconventional ending is in keeping with the rest of this 
brilliant book. 
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SIX SHILLING "iiOVElS^Conrinued 
DR» MANTON By Morice Gerard 

Mr. Morice Gerard has advanced with rapid strides to the position of one of 
the most popular writers of the day. " Dr. Manton " is a splendid instance 
of his power in weaving a dramatic story, made up of the great elements 
6t love, mystery and conflict between opposing forces, with a wonderful 
dinoiiement, which no reader can read without being moved. Mr. Morice 
Gerard believes in a happy ending; hero and heroine find their happiness and 
peace achieved after stress and strug^^le. The story b up to date in every 
respect. 

A VOMAN PERFECTED By Richard Marsh 

A new story by Mr. Richard Marsh is an event which is eagerly anticipated; 
and ''A Woman Perfected" will not disappoint the expectations, however 
high, of any of Mr. Marsh's innumerable admirers. The starting-point of 
the story is the sudden death of a man of mysterious habits and ostentatious 
wealth, whose only daughter, Nora, is apparently left unprovided for. The 
young girl has been led to believe that she would be a great heiress, but the 
secret of her father's past atad the source of his income cannot be discovered. 
A series of events follow, which excite a curiosity that amounts to anxiety. 
The author marshals his plot and characters with conscious mastery; and 
he has written what may, with very truth, be described as a brilliant book; 

CYNTHIA IN THE WILDERNESS By Hubert 

Wales. Author of " Mr. and Mrs. Villiers," " The Yoke " 

This book almost reverses the question raised by the author's earlier work, 
** Mr. and Mrs. Villiers." It is a study of a wife who, through the incapacity 
of her husband to understand or respond to the deeper woman in her, finds 
herself shut out upon the wilderness of joyless things. Mr. Hubert Wales 
has made his mark as an author, and his first two books, " Mr. and Mrs. 
Villiers^'and "The Yoke," have been out-standing successes. 

HER FATHER^S SOUL By Lucas Cleevb 

An incident which occurs in India between a Native Prince and an English 
Peeress is the source whence the subsequent events spring. The power of the 
story lies in its imagination and its phantasy. Lucas Qeeve has the great 
gift of expression, and in " Her Father's Soul," she enables the reader to 
realize something of the weird, mysterious beauty and fascination of the 
land of the Oriental. 
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THE WHITE COUNTESS By Florence Warden 

It may safely be stated of Miss Florence Warden's new story, ''The 
White Countess," that before the reader has reached the end of the first 
chapter he will find himself immersed in a mystery of baiHing' complexity, and 
that the sensational events which follow in swift succession win give him no 
pause until the last lines are in sight. '' The White G>unte8S " is a story of 
action and plot, and it will uphold Miss Florence Warden's reputation as a 
writer of straightforward, dramatic, and exciting fiction. 

THE CURSE OF THE FEVERALS By L. T. Meade. 

With coloured Frontispiece by E. J. Sherib 

Mrs. L. T. Meade has chosen the subject of heredity as the theme of 
her new novel ; but, as might be imagined, there is nothing unpleasant or 
technical in her treatment of "The Curse of the Feverals." On the contary, 
Mrs. Meade invariably looks at the brighter side of life — upon its joys rather 
than its sorrows — and she has brought her best talents to bear in the con- 
struction of this effective and moving story of domestic life. 

THE HOUSE ON THE THAMES By G. W. AppLEf on 

A boating accident on the Thames, the rescue of Jeannie, a beautiful g^rl, 
and her sudden disappearance almost immediately afterwards, are the events 
which occur in the first chapter of Mr. G. W. Appletbn's new novel. 
Thenceforward the reader's perplexity is mingled with an intense desire to 
probe the mystery. Mr. Appleton keeps well within the region of probability, 
kad his sunny outlook upon life peeps forth in this exciting, dramatic, and 
withal humorous story. 

KINDRED SPIRITS By L. T. Meade 

Deals with the passionate love of two girls for one man, and shows how 
the one whose love he did not return yet loved him so thoroughly, so nobly, 
so unselfishly, that in the end she was the means of his salvation. The story 
largely deals with an old family curse, and a strange mystery which is partially 
founded on fact. The characters of some of the most important persons 
are taken from life. In a word, this is the most exciting story that Mrs. Meade 
has ever produced, and the publisher predicts a more than ordinary success 
for it. 
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IN HIS GRIP By David Christie Murray 

Mr. David Christie Murray has imagined in his new story a combination of 
circumstances which afford ample scope for the exercise of his uncommon 
powers. A merchant of character is left> by a dying* friend, in the position 
of trustee without documentary conditions> and the property, which he thinks 
to be worthless, provesto be of untold value. His own financial embarrassments 
create the temptation to which he momentarily succumbs. The story gallops 
along- at a furious pace amid an atmosphere of stirring* events, through 
which runs a delightful love episode. 



A JACOBITE ADMIRAL By R. H. Forstbr 

In the opinion oil the critics, Mr. R. H. Forster knows Northumbria as 
Mr. Hardy knows Wessex, as Mr. Crockett knows Galloway, and as 
Mr. Blackmore knew Exmoor» Higher praise for a writer of historical 
fiction it would be difficult to imagine. In "A Jacobite Admiral" the 
Jacobite rebellion of 1715 forms the superstructure of the story, and the hero's 
adventures in his loyalty to the doomed house of Stuart, as conspirator, rebel, 
fugitive, and lover, afford ample scope for the description of scenes and 
localities of great natural beauty and historic interest. Over and above this, 
Mr. R. H. Forster has written a novel which is instinct with the finest romantic 
spirit. 



IN THE QUEEPTS SERVICE By Dick Donovan 

Dick Donovan has gone back to the troublous times of Mary Queen of 
Scots for the incidents which form the basis of his new romance, "In the 
Queen's Service." Manners and morals were doubtless less refined and less 
humane in those days, and objects were pursued with more violence and more 
disregard of consequences. From the novelist's standpoint, the period is rich 
in materials and possibilities. Intrigue, treachery, murder, disaster, chivalry, 
gallantry, passion, self-sacrifice— these are the constituents of " In the Queen's 
Service," and the author has, with his accustomed skill, created from them 
a story of great and penetrating interest. 
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SIX SHILLING iiOVELS— Continued 



PURPLE HEATHER By Alan St. Aubyn 

The late Hawley Smart was a master of the true sporting novels and 
Alan St. Aubyn has run him very dose in " Purple Heather." In this she 
has given us a picture of the wilds of Ezmoor the whole year round, with 
vivid descriptions of some of the inhabitants, and at the same time has woven 
about them a story of very human interest which centres on the packs of stag 
and fox hounds. 



THE SECRET SYNDICATE By Frkd Whishaw 

To the English reader there is a perennial fascination in the conditions of 
life in the mighty realms of the Czar^ and few English writers have a more 
intimate knowledge of the various revolutionary currents in Russian afbirs than 
Mr. Fred Whishaw. The action of " The Victims " transpires mainly in St. 
Petersburg, and the characters are wholly Russian. A young journalist and 
a young girl of the landed class are the central figures, and around these two 
are described the events which culminate in the recent peasant revolt. The 
story is graphically told, and has the air of being a veritable transcript from 
life. 



THE PLEASURE MONGER By C. Ranger-Gull 

The novel which tells of a complete, triumphant, and overwhelming success 



is always delightful to read. This is the case in Mr. Ranger Gull's new book, 
''The Pleasure Monger," one which will be found to be the best of all the 
brilliant studies of modem lifo which this author has given us. The character 
studies are especially strong and vivid, and the keen love-interest, which runs 
like a scarlet thread through the warp and woof of the tale, is novel and 
daring. It is very rarely, moreover, that a well-known author lifts the veil of 
the modem literary life and shows it as it really is. Stories which deal in part 
with literary life are nearly always written by amateurs. ''The Pleasure 
Monger," in short, will be found full of force, brilliancy, and interest. 



JOHN LONG, 12, 13 9t 14 Norris Street^ Haymaifeety I.ondaii 



i. 



Joha Lons's New ft Forthcoming Books 



SIX SHILLING i^OYELS— Continued 



THE SIN OF GABRIELLE By Mrs. Coulson Kernahan 

In this story Mrs. Kernahan has shown in the character of Gabrielle 
Destumelle a beautiful young French adventuress, who has all the seductive 
charm of "Fanchette^" without that heroine's innocence. The story shows 
how, by her arts and unscrupulous cleverness, she wrecks the life of Donovan 
Fitzgerald, a man of high ideals. The heartlessness of Gabrielle is put forth 
with power, while the nobility of Fitzgerald will win the sympathy of the 
reader. 



THE SECOND BEST By Coralie Stanton & Heath 

HOSKEN 

The work of G>ralie Stanton and Heath Hosken stands out from the fiction 
of to-day in bold outline; there is nothing commonplace or anaemic about it. 
Their new novel, "The Second Best," is a realistic story of modem English 
society; the characters are vivid and natural, and the incidents palpitate with 
drama. The title is in keeping with the underlying idea, but '* The Second 
Best" is, in point of fact, the authors' very best; it grips from the first, and 
a rich treat is in store for those who come within the spell of this rousing story. 



A LOVELY LITTLE RADICAL By Alice M. Diehl 

The work of Alice M. Diehl has two main recommendations — its freedom 
from the unpleasant and its polished and artistic setting. *' A Lovely Little 
Radical," however, is not a placid story. It recounts the love of a young 
girl of patrician birth and heritage for a simple man of the people. The 
author manipulates her theme with unfailing tact and discrimination, and 
succeeds in eliciting the reader's sympathies from the commencement. "A 
Lovely Little Radical " may be regarded as the crowning achievement 6i this 
popular romanticist. 
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SIX SHILUNG NOVELS— G»»A»w^ 



THE LADY OF THE BLUE MOTOR By G. Sidney 

Patbrnostrr. With Coloured Frontispiece 

Mr. PMernoster seems determined to prove in this novel that the motor-car 
pcxmdes inimitable opportunities for the rebirth of romance in an unromantic 
twentieth century. The central character, " My Lady Mdod^" is a veritable 
heroine oi romance. From the time she makes her appearance, enshrouded 
in a doud of mystery, in the salon of a hotel at Versailles, she is the centre of 
a series of thrilling adventures and dramatic situations which enchain the 
reader's attention until the happy outcome is reached. 



INNOCENT MASQUERADERS By Sarah Tytler 

This story is founded on an incident which happened at Blackheath up- 
wards of thirty years ago. Two baby girls were exposed and left on the same 
night at opposite points of the heath to the charity of wayfarers. There is 
abundance oi interest and incident before the mystery of their origin is solved. 
On one occasion the wrong waif is installed with an old dty knight and his lady 
as their lost grandchild and heiress, but all comes right in the end. Best of 
an, the two waifs are innocent, good girls, although their adventures should 
appeal to every lover of true romance. 



RUBINA By James Blyth. With Coloured Frontispiece 

Mr. James Blyth stands almost alone among English novelists as a realist 
of the Zola School, but superadded to his realism is a strain of thought at 
once subtle and poetical. " Rubina " is the story of a girl of the people, and 
her life is passed wholly in a village in the heart of the Fens. Surrounded by 
the sights and sounds of nature, she herself is a child of nature, untrammelled 
by the niceties and scruples of modem conventions. Mr. Blyth pursues his 
theme in a legitimate and logical fashion, and he has produced a work which 
is a veritable piece of life, the poignant emotional power and truth of which 
will be acknowledged by every thoughtful reader. 
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SIX SHILLING NOVELS— Conimutd 



THE PASSING OF NIGHT By J. Fovargue Bradley 

" The Passing of Night " is a political novel written with a purpose. The 
author is a G>ngTegational Minister who does not write at random, but whose 
views will be found worthy of attention, if they do not find acceptance. The 
story, from its argumentative side, treats of the attitude of the Church 
Association towards the Ritual excesses in the Church of England, and of 
Disestablishment in the interests of religious and social life ; but the author 
challenges the advocates of Disendowment to show the equity of thei^case. 
"The Passing of Night " is polemical and controversial, but it is also a romance 
of consummate interest ; there is wit. Imagination, insight, sense of character, 
and high literary quality in it. It is a first work, but it is certain to be regarded 
as one of the most remarkable novels of the year. 



A BRIAR ROSE By Sarah Tytler 

It is a characteristic of most fiction that the last chapters dose to the 
sound of wedding bells. In "A Briar Rose" the order has been reversed, 
and the marriages take place at the commencement of the story. Miss Sarah 
Tytler has chosen the everyday lives of two young couples as her foundation, 
and around their joys and sorrows she has written a domestic story of quiet 
and penetrating charm. In this book, as in all her works, MissSaraih Tytler's 
delicate literary gifts are distinctively apparent. 



LITTLE JOSEPHINE By L. T.Meade. With Colourea 

Frontispiece by E. J. Shbrib 

There is scarcely a household in which the novels of Mrs. L. T. Meade 
are not known and appreciated; her work is infinite in its variety, and 
never dull. The thesis of her new story, '* Little Josephine," is the marriage 
of a good and charming young girl with a man of blemished character. 
Incidentally, the follies and vices of the worst side of society are exposed and 
castigated in the manner of Father Vaughan. Mrs. L. T. Meade has never 
written with greater effect than in this poignant story. 
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SIX SHILLING ^OVmj^— Continued 



A WOMAN^ AYE OR NAY By Lucas Cleeve 

An who are interested in the suffragette movement — and who is not?—- 
will read Lucas Qeeve's new novel with profit and pleasure. The story is set 
tome ten years ahead, when women are allowed to vote for Parliament; but 
althougph there is much in the novel of a quasi-political character, it is the love 
side of it which is uppermost, and which will call for higphest appreciation. 
As an exponent of the " tender passion," few living novelists can compare 
Idth Lucas Qeeve. 



VALDORA By Thomas Pinkerton 

'< Valdora " belongs to the order of romance which is a perpetual joy to 
the novel reader. A Princess of a small State secures the services of an 
Englishman to defend her possessions from the attacks of envious neighbours. 
There is the clash of arms, and the delight of love. '' Valdora " suggests the 
method of Mr. Anthony Hope, with whose work it will well bear comparison. 



A "WIFE FROM THE FORBIDDEN LAND By 

Archer Philip Crouch 

The particular fascination of Mr. A. P. Crouch's new story is that the 
scene of its operations is placed in that weird, mysterious land, Thibet. A 
young Englishman of the self-reliant, strong, and adventurous type determines 
to visit Lhasa — ^the sacred Thibetan capital — a city which the foreigrner is 
not allowed to explore upon pain of death. How the Englishman succeeds 
in his object, and how he brings back with him ** A Wife from the Forbidden 
Land," is the function of the story to tell. Mr. Crouch knows the peoples 
of the wonderful East like a native ; and his book is not only an engrossing 
romance : it is a vivid presentment of the customs, institutions, and manners of 
a land which is as yet but little known to the European. 
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SIX SHILLING l^OYELS— Continued 



A YANKEE NAPOLEON By John F. Macphbrson 

The " Yankee Napoleon " is a scientist who manu^urtures a brain serum, by 
which his own intellect and will-power are so enormously increased that the 
whole of America lies helpless at his feet. He uses his power^ not like a 
benevolent genius, but like a criminal lunatic who is held in check by no law, 
human or divine. How, after a devastating war, in which East and West are 
involved, the "Yankee Napoleon's" plans are frustrated and brought to 
nothingness by an English scientist and a Japanese Marquis, the reader 
must discover for himself. He is confidently promised a story unique in plot 
and inventive power, foU of amazing thrills, and written with the pen of a 
wizard. 



A FULL-LENGTH PORTRAIT OF EVE By Daniel 

Douglas Brbwbr 

The action of this story is placed in Paris, and the characters are wholly 
French, but "A FuU-Length Portrait of Eve" will appeal with irresistible 
force to English readers. In its essence it is a love-story — a fiery, passionate 
overwhelming love-story ; and it is written with a beauty of phrase' and a 
distinctive style rarely to be found in the work of a new writer. 



THE JEWEL HOUSE By Mrs. Isabel Smith 

Mrs. Isabel Smith has already achieved a reputation by her first work, 
" The Minister's Guest." In her new story, "The Jewel House," the same 
qualities of quiet charm and literary style will be found united to a fine gift 
oi portraiture. The incidents happen in the country, and the chief characters 
are a baronet, the sdon of an ancient house, and a young and beautiful girl 
of the yeoman class. " The Jewel House " is a love-story ; but it is natural, 
healthy, and wholly delightful, and it cannot fail to win fresh admirers for 
an authoress whose work has only to be known to be justly appreciated. 
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SIX SHILLING HOVELS— Continued 



IN SEARCH OF JEHANNE By Avis Hekking 

A new historical romance which can bring' effectively before the reader the 
life and manners of a bygone age, and make real flesh and blood of the 
characters which it introduces, is a rarity, and sure of a warm welcome. Such 
b ** In Search of Jtiianne/' Miss Avis Hekking has taken the sixteenth century 
and tiie Massacre of the Huguenots as a background. The characters are 
French, and the events happen wholly in France. " In Search of J^hanne " is a 
romance of first-rate quality, and it should create for the author a hfgh position 
among writers of historical novels. 



A UGHT-HEARTED REBELUON By John Lang- 

FIELD 

In this story the author unwinds a plot in which there is nothing hackneyed 
or commonplace, but which in character and incident is fresh and natural 
and wholesome, and brimming with delightful comtedy. Humorists are rare, 
and readers will assuredly be glad to have their attention directed to this 
light, bright, laughable, captivating book. 



THE WAY OF WAR By Hew Scot 

Of late there have been attempts (feeble, it must be admitted) to portray in 
fiction the jealousy of G>ntinental nations against our realm, but in no case 
has one of them approached the realistic and thrilling description of the 
sudden and secretly planned attempted invasion by Germany of Great Britain, 
as set forth in Hew Scot's splendid work, *' The Way of War." Commencing 
with the admittance of a German patient into an Edinbuiieffa hospital, and the 
suggestion of a strong love interest, we are carried swiftly through seven 
days of intense stress and adventure, during which the fate of our country 
seems to hang on the skill and resource of a single individual, by whose 
adroitness and courage the secret design of the enemy are discovered, and 
as far as possible prepared for, until the climax is reached in a naval battle. 
When the steel-dad might of England, being at length let loose, swoops 
down in all its tremendous power and sweeps the foe from our waters. This 
is a book full of life and movement, and one it is impossible to lay aside, 
having once commenced. 
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SIX SHILLING NOVELS— Coniznued 



ONE EVENTFUL SUMMER By Ethel Grace Tapnbr 

" One Eventful Summer " is the work of a new writer, but not aaoe the 
days of " Lorna Doone " has a story been written which conveys so much of 
the subtle charm of Devonshire. The central idea of the story is whimsical, 
but there is comedy and tragedy in it— love and laughter and tears. '' One 
Eventful Summer " differs essentially from fiction in general, and upon that 
account, as well as upon its undoubted intrinsic merits, it will be greatly 
appreciated by those who are fortunate enough to read the book. 



A HUMAN BACILLUS By Robert Eustace 

A story that will make some demand upon the nerves of the reader, and 
leave behind it a burning remembrance. Such is ''A Human BadHus." 
It describes the life and love of a strange beings — partly genius, partly saint, 
and partly madman — whose subtle acts of renunciation and revenge lead to an 
extraordinary dinouement. The story is written by Robert Eustace, who is 
well known as the collaborator of L. T. Meade in "The Brotherhood of the 
Seven Kings," **The Sanctuary Qub," "The Sorceress of the Strand," etc. 



INCAPABLE LOVERS, LIMITED By W. W. Ward 

A new work of humour is rare in these days, and if the humour is of the right 
sort — ^if it is wholesome and natural and unforced — such a book is something 
to be thankful for. " Incapable Lovers " is written in great good spirits, and 
the characters and incidents sparkle and bubble over with delightful fun. 
Not since the days of " Three Men in a Boat " has so popular and infectious 
a work of humour appeared. 
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SIX SHILLING 'iiOVElS— Continued 



THE SHADE OF THE ACACIA By Jessie E, Livesay 



To say that " The Shade of the Acacia " fulfils the high promise which was 
held out in the author's previous story, ''The Little Tin Gods," does not 
adequately describe the fine qualities of this novel. It not only shows literary 
fifts 6t an unusual order, but there are flashes of insig'ht and penetration in 
tt <rf rare power. The plot is taken up with the marriage of a baronet to 
a young girl who loves her husband's best friend; and the eternal duel 
between love and duty is presented in an entirely original form; even the 
minor characters are distinct and individual. In a word, '* The Shade of the 
Acada " belongs to the higher rank of fiction. 



THE SACRED HERB By Fergus Hume 

This story deals with a herb, brought from the South Seas, which is used for 
religious ceremonial, and is called the " Devil Root " by the natives. When 
burnt, the fumes produce insensibility, and release the spirit, which can see 
an that takes place on the physical world, without being able to interfere. The 
hero is a witness (while in such a trance) to a murder, for which he is after- 
wards blamed ; but he cannot prove his innocence, until assisted by the heroine, 
whose psychic powers enable her to clear his character. The book is a new 
departure for Mr. Fergus Hume, as, although the mystery is still retained, the 
tale deals largely with the power of the occult in modem life. 
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THE AUTHOR WITH THE LARGEST PUBLIC 

The 5ales of Nat Gould's Novels exceed 
5,000,000 (five million) Copies 

NAT GOULD'S NEW NOVELS 

Mr. JOHN LONG is now the exclpsive Publisher of all Mr. Nat 
Qoald's New Novels, with cover designs in four colours by Mr. Haring- 
TON Bird, the well-known horse painter. 

The following is the List to October, 1907 : 

Friu 28. tach^ UlustraUi hoards ; or in cloth gilt^ 
28. 6cL each. Crown 8t^., 2%% pages 



ONE OF A MOB 



Ready 



THE SELLING PLATER 

Ready 

THE LADY TRAINER Ready 

A STRAIGHT GOER Ready 

A HUNDRED TO ONE 
CHANCE Ready 



A SPORTING SQUATTER 

Ready 
CHARGER AND CHASER 

Ready 

THE CHANCE OF A LIFE- 
TIME Ready 

THE UTTLE WONDER July 

THE TOP WEIGHT Ochher 



FIFTH YEAR OF PUBLICATION 

NAT GOULD^S ANNUAL, 1907 

A STROKE OF LUCK 
Price l8.9 large demy 8v0.» 160 pages^ sewed, cover in colours 

\* Opden an now being taken for NAT GOULD'S ANNUAL for 1907 

[Rtady in October 
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NAT GOUUyS NEW SIXPENNY NOVELS 

In largi dimy 8fw., swfed. Striking cover in colours 



ONE OF A MOB 



Ready 



THB SELLING PLATER 

Rtady 

A BIT OF A ROGUE Ready 



THE LADY TRAINER 

Ready 

A STRAIGHT GOER Jme 

A HUNDRED TO ONE 

CHANCE August 



A REPLY TO THE " NEW THEOLOGY 



ft 



BY THE AUTHOR OF " WHEN IT WAS LIGHT 



>» 



THE FOOL HATH SAID 



•« 



The fool hath said In hU heart, 'Thore Is no Ood ' '* 



Crown Svo,^ paper cover. Is. net; or in cloth gUt^ 2s. 6d. net 



*'A real tHamph of modem pablishlng."— Pall Mall Gazsttc 
**A marvel of cheapneas.*'— Sfktator 

JOHN LONG'S LffiRARY OF MODERN CLASSICS 

A series of great^ works of fiction by modern authors. Not pocket editions, but large, 
handsome, and fujly-iilustrated volumes tor the bookshelf, printed m lars[e type on the best 
paper. Biograi>hical Introductions and Photogravure Portraits. Size, 8 m. by 5^ in. ; thick- 
ness, 1} in. Prices : Cloth Gilt, as. net each ; Leather, gold blocked and silk marker, 3s. 
net each ; or in Classic Half> Vellum, 5s. net each. 

THE THREE CLERKS (480 pp.) Anthony Trollops 

THB CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH - (67a pp.) Charles Reads 
THE WOMAN IN WHITE - - - - (576 pp.) Wilkie Collins 

ADAM BEDE (480 pp.) George Eliot 

THE HISTORY OF HENRY ESMOND (43a PP) W. M. Thackeray 

WESTWARD HOI (600 pp.) Charles Kingsley 

TOM BROWN'S SCHOOLDAYS • - (330 pp.) Thomas Hughes 
A TALE OP TWO CITIES • • (384 pp.) Charles Dickens 

Other Volume* to folUnv. 
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SmLUHG NET EDITIOMS OF THREE 

FAMOUS BOOKS 

Each in Crown Zvo., thread sevm^ printed on superior antique wove 
paper. With beautiful cover designs in colour by 

Charles £. Dawson 

CONFESSIONS OF A PRINCESS 

. Being the astounding Revelations of Manners and Morals in European Courts. 

The late editor of the Saturday RevUw writes : " The book gives one an extraordinary 
impression of reality; it is true, truer even than the shorthand account of a trial in our 
Divorce Court. I have enjoyed the book, and I will maintain before all and sundry diat it is 
a good book, an excellent book, a book that had to be written." 

NaBi — ^The Sales of this remarkable book in the more Expensive Edition exceeded 
200,000 copi— . 

WILHELMINA IN LONDON 

By Barry Pain, Author of " Eliza," etc. 

Stanelard^—" A most amusing and delightful book. Take it along in the train, and you 
won't have to struggle for sleep against comfortless cushions and exiguous seats." 

Pall Mail GoMtitg, — " A light, duuming piece of literary frivolity." 

MR. AND MRS. VILLIERS 

By Hubert Wales, Author of "The Yoke " 

Thi Timts : " The situations and the dialogue are handled with surencM and skill, 
and the two sisters present feminine character studies of singular beauty." — Daily 
Tiligraph : " Hubert Wales is a capable writer, and has produced a story which is 
worth being rtad,"— Daily Chronicle: "The story is extremely well written, the 
characterization admirable. Mr. Wales has amused us, and we have enjo3red his book." 
Morning Ltadtr : " There is no denying the cleverness of the book." — Athauntm : 
" Powerfully wtittexi."— Taller : "A very noUble book." 
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GENERAL LITERATURE 

A BCX>K OF THE CEVEPTNES By S. Baring- 
Gould, M.A. 

With Awards of 40 lUustraUam on art paper, printed in sepia, with 8 plates In 
colours and a Map, Crown Svo., cloth gilt, price 6s« 

*«* Thu work is uniform in scope and size with the author's well-known books on Devon, 
Cornwall, Dartmoor, Brittany, the Riviera, etc \Pro*pecttu ^ostftM 

PICTURES FROM NATURE'S GARDEN Or, Stories 

from Life in Wood and Field. By H. W. Shepheard-Walwyn, M.A., 
F.Z.S., F.E.S., etc. Author of " Nature's Nursery," " Nature's Riddles," 
'The Lay of the Wee Brown Wren," etc. 



(«' 



With 78 Illustrations on art paper, printed in sepia, from the author's photographs 
direct from Nature. Crown 8vo,, doth gilt, 6s. [Prtu^^fctms^asi/rte 

TERRIERS s Their Points and Management By Frank 

Town end Barton, M.R.C.V.S. 
With upwards 0/40 Illustrations from photographs on art paper, printed in sepia. 
Crown 8vo., cloth, heavily gilt, price 6SU net, IPrasMchu ^ottyru 

This is an entirely new and important work on Terriers, and the only 
one of its kind yet published. It is a departure from the style usually 
followed by authors m canine literature. In a word, it is a book for every- 
body who wants to know all about terriers. 



THREE NEW VOLUMES OF POEMS 

In royal i6mo, cloth gilt and gilt top, with sUh marher, price 8s. 6d. net each. 

THE TESTAMENT OF OMAR KHAYYAM (The 

Wasiyyat), comprising' his Testament (or Last Words), A Song-, Hymn of 
Prayer, The Word in the Desert, Hymn of Praise, also the Mardthi, or Odes 
of the Disciples. By Louis C. Alexander 

THE COMING OF SPRING ; and Other Poems By 

Rows LiNGSTON 

VOCES AMORIS By John B. Rankin 
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" Will outbid aU rivals."— TA^ Bookman. 

"Certainly wonderful." — Athenautn, 

"It has remained for Mr. John Long to undersell all rivals by his 
' Carlton Classics. ' The copy before us — ^Thackeray's ' English Humorists ' 
— is extremely well printed and nicely got up, and must certainly be 
reckoned as the last word in cheap editions." — Daily News, 

JOHN LONG'S CARLTON CLASSICS 

Prices : Artistic Qoth, gilt, 6d* net ; Leather, gilt top, gold>blocked back and sidei 
It* net ; postage, z^. per toL Length from z6o to 320 pages, newly set in ^ear, new type, 
and printed on the best paper. Each Volume contains a Biographical Introdaction by the 
Editor, Mr. Hannaford Bbnnbtt. Tk^ first twtloe only art houitd in d^arativt paptr 
covers. 



1. THE FOUR GEORGES 

2. CHILDE HAROLD'S PILGRIMAGE 

3. MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING - 

4. WARREN HASTINGS 

5. THE LIFE OF NELSON - 

6. TALES (Selected) 

7. CHRISTABEL, and other Poems 

8. A SENTIMENTAL JOURNEY 

9. THE BLESSED DAMOZEL, and 

other Poems • 

10. ON HEROES AND HERO WOR- 

SHIP 

11. SONNETS AND POEMS - 

12. RASSELAS .... 

13. SONNETS AND POEMS 

14. ESSAYS (Selected) 

15. HIS BOOK .... 

16. THE DUNCIAD, and other Poems - 

17. ENGLISH HUMORISTS OF THE 

EIGHTEENTH CENTURY 

18. THE JUMPING FROG, and Other 



19. SONGS 

20. ESSAYS (Selected) 

21. LETTERS OF JUNIUS 



W. M. Thackbray 
Lord Byron 
Shaxbspbarb 
Lord Macaulay 
Robert Southby 
Edgar Allan Pob 
S. T. Colbridgb 
Laurbncb Stbrnb 



- Dantb Gabribl Rossbtti 



Thomas Carlylb 
Sbakbspbarb 
Samubl Johnson 
Edmund Spbnsbr 
JosBPH Addison 
Artbmus Ward 
Albxandbr Popb 

W. M. Thackbray 

Mark Twain 
Robbrt Burns 
Lbigh Hunt 
Anonymous 

\,List conttnutd over. 
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THE HAYMARKET NOVELS— Conimued 



VOLUMES IN PREPARATION 

THE nORET PA88AOB .... Fergus Hums 
OLIVB TTWrnffJiA ..... Curtis Yqrke 



IDTBHTURBS OF MX&AHDA 
WATBB8 OF OBUVIOir - 
THE MASK 

OOMFBSSIOire OF A YOUNG LADY 
THB MIGHT OF RBOXOVIMO 



L. T. Meade 
Adeline Sergeant 
William Le Queux 
Richard Marsh 
Frank Barrett 



RECENT POPULAR NOVELS 

SIX SHILLINGS EACH 



THE WOBLD AND DELIA 

THE PENNILESS MILLIONAIEE 

THE DUST OF OONFLIOT 

THE HOUSE IN THE OBESOENT 

THE DUKE'S DILEMMA • 

THE MISTRESS OF A7D0N 

THE DUCHESS OF PONTIFEX 
SQUABE - 

IZELLE OF THE DUNES - 

THE LUOK OF THE LEUBA 

THE SWEETS OF OFFICE 

THE YOKE (Author of '' Mr. and 
Mrs.Villiers ") 

THE BOMANCE OF A MAID 

OFHONOUB 
SELMA .... 

THE MAN WITH THE AMBEB 
EYES . . - . 

THE HOUSE OF HOWE 

AMAZEMENT 

THE MILLIONAIBE AND THE 
LADY 



Curtis Yorke 
David Christie Mxtrray 
Harold Bindloss 
Adeline Sergeant 
Sir Wm. Magnav, Bart. 
R. H. Forster 

G. W. Appleton 
C. Guise Mitford 
Mrs. Campbell Praed 
Violet Tweedale 

Hubert Wales 

Richard Marsh 
Lucas Cleeve 

Florence Warden 
May Crommelin 
James Blyth 



- Gertrude Warden 
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John Lottg^s Hew ft Forthcoming Books. 



RECENT POPULAR "iiOVEU^Continued 



KIin)BED SPIRITS 
A BUTTERFLY 
DETNOOURT OF DETN00X7RT 
THE FOLLY OF THE WISE 
INNOCENT MA8QIJERADERS 
THE END OF A PASSION 
THE SEOOND EVIL 
THE TWO FORGES - 
ALL THAT A MAN HATH 

THE DICTIONARY OF FOOLS 

TWO WOMEN AND A MAHA- 
RAJAH - 

A SERPENT IN HIS WAY 

A MINISTER OF FATE - 

LEONE - 

THE STAIN ON THE SHIELD 

A BEQGAR ON HORSEBACK 

FROM THE HAND OF THE 
HUNTER - 

THE aiRLS OF INVERBARNS 



L. T. Meadb 

Baroness von Goldacker 

Daisy Hugh Pryce 

G. Sidney Paternoster 

Sarah Tytler 

Alice M. Diehl 

Sadi Grant 

E. Way Elkington 

CoRALiE Stanton and 

Heath Hosken 
G. G. Chatterton 

Mrs. C. £. Phillimors 
Suzanne Somers 
Charles Dawson 
Lady Dunbar of Mochrum 
Mrs. Darent Harrison 
S. R. Keightley 

L. T. Meade 
Sarah Tytler 



JOHN LONG'S SIXPENNY NOVELS 

In Sta*iklng Picture Covers, 9 in. by 6 in. 
NEW VOLUMES (JANUARY^SEPTEMBERf 1907) 



58 
59 

60 

6z 

6a 

63 
64 
65 
66 

67 
68 

69 
70 

71 
7a 



A BRIDE FROM THE SEA 

WHEN IT WAS LIGHT (A Beplv to "When It w»s 

Dark") 

A BIT OF A Boons 

THE GIBL IN OBEY 

HIS ITALIAN WIFE 

the lady TBAIMEB *• 

THE SBOBBT passage 

IN SPITE OF THE OZAB 

A STRAIGHT CK)BB 

AN IMNOOENT IMPOSTOB 

THE STOBM OF LONDON 

A LOST OAUSE 

ONE HUHD BED TO ONE CHANGE .... 

FUG ITIVE ANNE 

THE NIGHT OF BECKONING 



Guy Boothbt 

Well-known Author 

Nat Gould 

Curtis Yorkb 

Lucas Clbsvb 

Nat Gould 

Fergus Hume 

Guy Boothbt 

Nat Gould 

Maxwell Gray 

F. Dickberry 

Guy Thorns 

Nat Gould 

Mrs. Campbell Praed 

Frank Barrett 

[List continued over. 



JOHN LONG, 12, 13 9i 14 Norris Street, Hajrmarket, Londra 

23 



j^ 



Joha Loas's New ft Forthcomias Books 



JOHN LONG'S SIXPENNY liOY'ElS— Continued 



I 
3 



I 

9 
lo 

II 

xa 

»3 

\i 

»9 

ao 
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"4 
»5 

96 

a' 

29 

30 
31 
3a 

33 
34 
35 
36 

^2 

38 

39 
40 
4X 
4a 
43 
44 
45 
46 
47 
48 
49 
5x 
5a 
53 
54 
55 
56 
57 



AH oura roBBi tbab . . 

idl BTHIllQ IN THE OITT 

THB LOVELY MBS. PBMBBRTON 

THB MTBTEET OF DUDLEY BORNE 

KITTT'S ENOAOEMENT - - 

OUB WIDOW .... 

No. 8, THE 8QUABE . 

THE JADE ETE .... 

THE TURNPIKE HOUSE 

THE GOLDEN WANO-HO - 

THE SILENT HOUSE IN FQCJOO 

THB ORUCSON GRTPTOORAH - 

A TBAITOB IN LONDON • . 

WOMAN— THE 8PHINZ • • 

A WOMAN'S " NO " . • 

THE GRAZE OF OHBISTINA 

A PASS INQ FANOT . • . 

BITTER FRDIT .... 

AN ILL WIND 

MIDBUMMBB MADNESS 

MBS. MU80BAVE AND HEB HUSBAND 

ADA VEBNHAM, AOTBESS 

THE MAGNETIO GIBL - - . 

MISS ABNOTTS MABBIAGE - 

THE MAWir .... 

THE ETE OF ISTAB - 

THE VEILED MAN 

A MAN OF T0-DA7 • 

Sm OF HAOAB - • - 

JUOaiiEB AND THE SOUL 
FATHEB ANTHONT . - . 

WOOING OF MONICA 

BUBDBN OF HEB YOUTH 
A JILT'S JOUBNAL • - 
THB SPf O F JASPEB STANDI8H 
A OABINET SEOBET • 

LADY O F THE ISLAND 

FUTU BE O F PHYLLIS 
BENEATH THE VEIL • 

DBLPHINB 

THE COUNTESS OF MOUNTENOY 

THE SELLING PLATBB 

ONE OF A MOB . . . • 

OTHBB MBS. JACOBS 

FLUTE OF PAN . 
THE KINGDOM OF MAMMON • 
THE S TOLEN EMPEBOB • 
A BEAUTIFUL BEBBL 
THE WOBLD MASTBB8 
IN SUMMEB SHADE • 

LB SELVE 

SWEET "DOLL" OF HADDON HALL 
GEOBGE AND SON - - 
THE SCABLET SEAL • 
THE THBEE DAYS' TEBBOB 



h 



Flobbncx Wardbn 
Flokkhcb Wakobw 
Florxi^ Waiidbk 
FloiwW Wardbn 
FLORXiibB Warden 
Florbncs Wardbn 
Florbncb Wardbn 
Fergus Humb 
Fbrcus Hcmb 
Fkkgus Hums 
Fergus Hume 
Fergus Hume 
Fergus Hume 
Fergus Hume 
Mrs. Lovett Camekon 
Mrs. Loyett Cameron 
Mrs. Lovett Cameron 
Mrs. Lovett Cameron 
Mrs. Lovett Cameron 
Mrs. Lovett Cameron 
Richard«Marsh 
Richard Marsh 
Richard Marsh 
Richard Marsh 
WiLUAM Lb Queux 
William Lb Queux 
William Lb Queux 
Helen Mathers 
Helen Mathers 
Helen Mathers 
Robert Buchanan 
L. T. Meade 
L. T. Meade 
Rita 
Rita 

Guy Boothby 
Guy Boothby 
Adeline Sergeant 
Adeune Sergeant 
Curtis Yorke 

ioHN Strange Winter 
Fat Gould 
Nat Gould 
Mrs. Campbell Praed 
John Ouvbr Hobbi» 
Violet Twebdale 
Mrs. Hugh Fraser 
Ernest Glanville 
George Griffith 
Mary £. Mann 

OUIDA 

j. e. muddock 
Edward H. Coopbr 
Dick Donovan 
J. S. Fletcher 
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STANFORD UNIVERSITY LIBRARIES 

CECIL H. GREEN LIBRARY 

STANFORD, CALIFORNIA 94305-6004 

(415) 723-1493 

All books may be recalled after 7 days 
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